A Little Soul Swap 


Author: sgSixx 


Bands: Guns N Roses, Motley Crue 


Characters: Axl Rose, Duff McKagan, Izzy Stradlin, Slash, Steven Adler, Mick Mars, Nikki Sixx, Tommy Lee, 
Vince Neil 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Feb 07 2017 07:06:44 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Another Brick In The Wall 


Author's Notes: 


Foreword: 


| know | have so many unfinished projects, but | promise to update them all before diving too deeply into this. 
An idea came to me and | simply had to get it out. So the idea in art came from some movies, The Switch, 
Vice Versa, and Trading Places. Trading lives so to speak. In The Switch best friends find that they're stuck in 
the others body. In Vise Versa Fred Savage trades with his dad. And in Trading Places Eddie Murphy trades 
places with a rich white guy. That's been done and | try to not be much of a copy cat. There's so many great 


stories | would love to do my own spin-off of but l'm respectful. 


In all my reads I've yet to run across what l'm planning to write. | could be wrong, my apologies if | missed 

your story. So here's my idea. | plan to have four characters that have a soul swap. Two remain unaffected 
and must figure out what's happening and how to return their souls to their rightful owners. So the players 
are of course, Nikki, Izzy, Axl, Duff, Slash, and Steven. My secondary characters will be Vince, Tommy, Mick, 


and Erin. 


My story will take place in 1986. This was a year. In which | could have all these characters together in one 
place for a while without there having to be a tour. The entire story will take place in LA. The soul swap will 
be between Izzy and Axl and Nikki and Duff. Slash, with the help of not so bright Steven must find a way to 


turn his friends back to normal. 


When they trade souls they stay themselves, just in a different body. However they retain the knowledge of 
their old selves. They're st them but the actions of the one whose soul they take on controls them. Sorta an 
internal struggle. 


Now a little character background. Axl is Axl. Moody, bipolar, up at night, a product of rape and overall shitty 
upbringing. His best friend is Izzy. Hes straight. Erin is his girlfriend. Axl is an occasional drug user and drinker 
but it's not a problem. 


Izzy is a former drug dealer and heroin addict. He's bisexual but kept that quiet his whole life. His only male 
experienves he payed for. He kept a girlfriend because it kept his secret and he digs chicks too. Izzy is quiet a 
lot. He's a smartvass when he is in a talking mood. He came from a broken home and his best friend was Axl. 


Izzy's a good problem solver. 


Duff's the good guy who makes everyone feel comfortable. He's the peace maker. He's straight. He loves vodka 
and flirts with coke from time to time. He's funny and likable. 

Nikki. You know how | like my Nikki, a bad boy with more brains than anyone else. He's straight. He's a 
prankster. He's bad. He's always center of attention He too is a heroin addict, alcoholic, coke head, and in 


general experimental. 
Slash is Slash and Steven is Steven 


So hope you guys try this out. So here's chapter one. 


Another Brick In The Wall 
Narrative POV 


Axl, Izzy and Duff had been down at the Whiskey one night drinking. At the bar they ran into Nikki Sixx. Axl and 
Izzy had never liked him but tolerated him because Duff, Slash, and Stevie were friends of his. So being twenty 
something old rock stars they partied hard. Nikki and Duff could really throw back the drinks. Izzy held his own 
but was usually on heroin and restricted how much he drank. He didn't want to be as inconspicuous as say, 
Slash. Axl was drunk as a skunk but he wasn't sick. He was being the Axl everyone enjoyed being around. 


They'd all done coke with Nikki. Nikki explained it rather clearly to them. "If we do coke we can drink more." 


Well it seemed like perfectly good logic at the time. That is until they did enough that their noses were 
becoming clogged. Izzy had a plan though. "Hey, let's go up to the roof, maybe we can fucking breathe up 
there." 


Again, who couldn't see the logic? But part of Izzy's logic was finding a secluded place to shoot up. The coke 


was making him jittery and the alcohol seemed to not be working. 

So the four of them go up to the roof with their respective bottles of booze, Vodka, Jack, Gin, and Jim Beam. 
Axl and Duff light up cigarettes and wait on Nikki and Izzy who they know are shooting up by the city's night 
lights. 


"The only thing about Indiana | miss are the stars man," Axl says staring up at he moon 


"Didn't have those growing up in Seattle. Most of the time you couldn't see the moon for all the clouds," Duff 
tells him. 


Axl looks over his shoulder to make sure Nikki couldn't hear him. He and Izzy were sitting on the ground 
cooking up fixes. "| wish we didn't bump into Nikki. | know he's your friend and all, but Izzy can't stand being 
around him without being smacked out" 

Duff smirks, "But Izzy's always smacked out man" 

Axl rolls his eyes, "More than normal.” 


"Ah don't worry so much. Izzy's careful. He's the only junkie | know whose never overdosed before." 


Axl points a stern finger at Duff, "Cool it with the junkie shit. Nobody calls Izzy a junkie but me. Say that shit 


to his face and watch what happens. You know he carries a gun, knife, and a hell of a drop kick" 

‘Sorry, | didn't mean it disrespectfully.. | was just saying," Duff apologizes. 

After a moment Nikki and Izzy return with their completely relaxed faces and delayed movements. They sit on 
the ground with their backs to the ledge of the roof. Axl and Duff do the same. A loose brick gets knocked out 
by Axl's elbow. 

‘| kinda like the Whiskey Axl, stop breaking it fucker," Nikki slurs with a slight chuckle at the end. 

"| didn't break it the damn thing just fell out," Axl complains and picks it up to put it back in place. He leans 
over for a good look. He could see something white that looked like a piece of paper. "Hey, there's something in 


there." 


"What is it?" Duff asks looking too. 


"Looks like a piece of paper," Axl says still looking. 
"Check it out, maybe its the truth about JFK," Nikki suggests. 
"Might be cash," Duff offers. 


"Yeah might be some sappy love letter to the love of someone's life but they couldn't tell them," Izzy says in 
that extra soft tone he got when he was high. 


"Or a suicide note," Axl huffs. 


"Only one way to find out," Nikki says leaning over Duff and jerking the paper out of the hole. He unfolds it 
carefully because it appeared brittle. Nikki holds it toward some light and starts to read. "Whoever finds this 
will find a gift of insight. Two become one. Will you see yourself the same through someone else's eyes? A 
lesson learned must first be taught. Choose those who know you best. Learn from each other. Take us in even 
pairs. Grant our souls entrance. Heed the lesson May it take as long as it takes. I'm open Enter me." Nikki looks 
up with a smirk He balls it up and tosses it over his shoulder and from the roof. "Sounds like bad poetry to 


me. 


Before anyone else can utter a word a bolt of lightning comes out of nowhere on this clear LA night. It hits 
the roof about ten feet away from them. The impact is so hard that it rumbles the roof, knocking all four of 
the guys unconscious. It's unknown how long they're out. But they all slowly started to come around at the 


same time. 

Axl shook his head and looked next to him where Nikki was pulling himself up next to him Duff was just sort of 
laughing. And Izzy was..wait, where did Izzy go? Axl looks around Duff and sees himself. Maybe he was stil 
unconscious and having some weird dream. 


"Man, is everybody ok?" Nikki asks seeming oddly concerned about their welfare. 


Axl then watches himself start to speak, "The lightning must have knocked us out” But Axl quickly noted he did 
NOT say that. He didn't think it either. It was the sound of his voice and it was coming out of his body. But 
something was off. He was sitting where Izzy had been He glances down and sees himself wearing Izzy's 


clothes. 
"Holy shit, why do | sound like Axl?" The person in Axls body asks. 


"Good question, and how did | get in Izzy's clothes?" Axl asks and quickly realizes he has Izzy's voice too. Then 


he feels a wave of heroin go through him. 
"Axe?" Izzy says looking down on the tattoos on Axl's arms, now his arms. 


"Oh shit," Duff says, "lm Nikki!" 


Nikki chuckles from Duff's body, " Guess that means I'm Duff then" 

‘Its not funny you fucking ASSHOLE! This is serious!" Axl screams. 

Duff's body just jiggles with more laughter, "I've never heard Izzy yell" 

"You had to read it, didn't you?" Axl shakes Izzy's head which is now his own. 

"Come on guys, let's not fight. We have to figure out what to do," Duff says in Nikki's voice. 
Duffs face sneers at Nikki, "You are far too docile to be me." 

Duff grabs Nikki's/his head "My heads swimming." 

"It's just the smack," Izzy says in Axls voice. 


"Yeah enjoy it you ungrateful shit," Duff rolls his eyes, "You totally stole my high.and my body while we're at 
it” 


"So what do we do?" Duff asks and jumps up to pace Nikki's body. 

"Nikki, was that all the note said?" Axl asks in Izzy's voice barely above a whisper. 

"Nope," Nikki sighs resting his elbows on Duff's knees. 

"So what do we do?!" Duff panics which comes off looking so weird coming out of Nikki. 

"We can't do shit, genius here threw away the instructions,’ Axl's baritone voice says with Izzy's demureness. 


"We gotta go see if we can find them," Duff rushes in Nikki's body over to the ledge and peers down on the 


ground. 


"I told you the fuckingbthing didn't say shitvelse. Forget it, it's gone. There's nothing we can do tonight anyway." 
Nikki sighs in Duff's voice. 


"As much as | hate to say it, he's right," Izzy sighs from Axl. "We just pretend nothing's wrong and tomorrow 
we'll start trying to fix this." 


"Oh so you get to sleep next to my girlfriend?" Axl shouts at his own face. 


‘lm not gonna fuck your girl Axe, chill out," Izzy sighs and pushes Axls weight up off the ground. "Besides my 
room is next to yours, trust me you can hear everything through the walls." 


"Hold up," Nikki says holding up Duff's hand, "You mean to tell me that | have to sleep in your shithole and Duff 
get to sleep at my place?" 


"Well you're the dickhead who just had to read the letter," Axl emphatically yells thrusting about Izzy's arms. 


So Duff takes a taxi to Van Nyes. Axl, Izzy, and Nikki take off for hell house. 


Moving On Up 


Movin On Up 
Duff's POV 


Well | was lucky enough to get a cabbie that was a Motley Crue fan. All he wanted as pay was Nikki's 
autograph. So | scribbled it out, not like the guy knew what Nikki's autograph looked like anyway. | walk up to 
the security gate and punch in the gate code. | hope | don't get it confused with the house alarm code. | type 
in the keypad TIl. This was apparently the time of day Nikki was born. | walk up his driveway and onto his front 
porch. He told me his keys were in his right front pocket. So | reach in and pull out about a dozen keys on a 
single ring. | try them all until | hear the lock unlock. | go in and know | have thirty seconds to reactivate the 
alarm. Shit, where's the key pad? | find it and quickly type in IIT8I. That's the date Crue banded together. 


I'd been to Nikki's place several times so | knew where the rooms were. | turn on some lights and stumble 
toward the bathroom. | feel sick. Probably the fucking heroin. | drop to Nikki's knees and hurl. | feel a bit better 
afterwards but way more fucked up. Shit, did Nikki have to do so damn much? | stand in front of the sink and 
turn on the faucet. | cup my hand under it and get a drink. My eyes fall on my reflection, Nikki's reflection. 
Holy shit this was weird. How the hell would we ever get this sorted out? | wonder if | punch Nikki if hell feel 
it? | pinch my arm. Nope, I'd feel it. 


| moan and start washing off Nikki's damn makeup. | go to the toilet and raise the lid | start to unlace the 
leather pants, then it hits me. I'm gonna touch Nikki's dick. Fuck! Maybe if | just sit? Fuck, thats no good either. 
I'm gonna have to shower at some point. Hell, lets be realistic, He's gonna have to touch my shit too. Knowing 
Sixx he'll use it on the first slut he can find. Oh to hell with it, | gotta piss. | just won't look. So | pee and shove 
Nikki's dick back in his pants | quickly scrub my hands because | just touched Nikki's dick and God knows what 
might be on it! 


| start to leave the bathroom but another wave of nausea hits me. | turn and rush back to he toilet and 
vomit more. | flush it and slowly slide down the hallway wall to Nikki's bedroom. | start to search for 
something to sleep in apparently Nikki owns no underwear, can't find shorts, no Pu's. The fucker probably sleeps 
naked. | glance at his unmade bed and shiver at the thought of what germs were breeding in it. Fuck it, | need 
sleep. | strip down and slide under the covers. | feel something stab me in the ribs. | reach down and pull it out 
of me and look to see what it is. H's a fucking used needle! Goddamnit Nikki! Now I'll probably catch something! 
But then | remember, this is Nikki's body, not mine. | should worry more about what he gives mel 


So | stuff a pillow behind my back and lay on my side. I've been around enough junkies to know to always sleep 

on your side in case you puke in your sleep. | just wanna go to sleep but my brain is just feeling. How the fuck 
do we fix this? Where the fuck do we even start? | mean, who the fuck is an expert in soul swapping? What if 
we're stuck like this forever? The letter said something about learning a lesson. It said know the other person 

well. What the fuck does all that shit mean? And where do we find answers? | cannot believe this shit is 


happening to me. | didn't ask to transfer my soul into Nikki's body. Maybe can just go to sleep and when | wake 


up I'll be me again. Maybe that's possible. Stranger shit has certainly gone down tonight. 


Shit, who am | kidding here? I'm stuck in Nikki Sixx's body! God knows how long I'll be in here. | don't know how 
to fucking be Nikki. | don't know his mannerisms. | don't know how to do is fucking hair. | don't know his favorite 
color. | don't know his friends. | don't even know his parents names. | don't know where he grew up. | don't know 
what he eats. | don't know his daily routine. | can't write songs like he does. The only fucking thing we have in 
common is that we both play bass. But our styles are nothing alike. How the fuck was | gonna pull this off until 
we found away to get back into our own bodies? Shit this was bad. | do my best to stop thinking. Just let the 
heroin work Duff. Go to sleep. There's nothing you're gonna accomplish tonight with all this worrying. 


You Could Be Mine 


You Could Be Mine 
Izzy's POV 


| crept into Axls room careful not to wake Erin. Unfortunately | know Axl sleeps in the buff. Maybe | should 
just sleep in Axl's clothes and tell Erin in the morning that | had passed out drunk. But then she'd probably 
want to fight. In the mornings the last thing | wanna do is fight with Axl's girlfriend. Fuck. | need a fix but my 
shit is on Axl and stashed in my room. If | ask Axl for some hell just say no. No way was | putting that shit in 
his body. Guess I'll just have to suffer until morning. Then I'll get my stash out of my room. 


| stand very still looking down at Erin asleep. | can't say that the thought of fucking her had never crossed my 
mind before. But the thought of fucking Axl was by far more appealing to me. I'd wanted him since we were 
just kids in Indiana. He would most likely fucking kill me if he knew that. He thinks I'm straight as an arrow. 
That's why when | just had to fuck a guy I'd go down to the red light district and pay fifty bucks to some 
Tranny. But | was always imagining that they were Axl. | d dream about touching him, kissing him all over, 
stroking him. Shit, l'm getting turned on already. 


Hey, wait a minute! | am Axl! My eyes dart to the bathroom. | can touch Axl all | want and he'll never even 
fucking know! This is fucking awesome! | start to move for the bathroom. | quietly shut the door and stand in 
front of the mirror. | turn Axls head from side to side looking my new self over. | pull of the T-shirt Axl had 
been wearing. | trace my fingers lightly across his chest. My eyes close in a moment of rapture. My hand 
runs down the taught ripples in Axl's abs. He's in such good shape. | look down to the button on his jeans. | 
unbutton them and see the waist of his silky feeling boxers. With both hands | shove everything down his hips. 
| stare at him in the mirror. My dicks a little bigger but Axls nuts are huge. 


| cup his balls any get a feel of them. Then my hand wraps around the shaft. Mmmm, this is too fucking good 
to be true | watch myself stroking him and imagine that he's doing it to me too. Oh god! It takes everything | 
have to stifle a moan. | move my hand faster and try to get myself just at the brink My Axl fantasies are 
essentially coming true. It's a little weird, but it's fucking great too. Im close to cumming. | m reaching over to 


the toilet paper when the fucking bathroom door opens. 

"Axl.are you masterbating?" Erin asks in astonishment. 

My head rips around to look at her and Axl's cock is still in my hand. How the fuck would Axl explain this one? 
Shit! "Um..yeah?" | shrug and let go of Axls throbbing member. At this point | wanna grab a towel and cover 
my junk, but Erins rather used to seeing Axl naked. 


"Why?" Erin shrugs. 


"Well... | went out drinking with Duff, Ax..and Nikki and Izzy. | came home, felt horny, you were sleeping..so | 


made in here to knock one off right quick" Yeah, that sounds like Axl. | hope it does. 
"Well you could have woke me," she smiles and lets her eyes travel down Axls naked body. 
"You looked so.. peaceful, | didn't want to wake you up." Um awkward here. 


"l'm not asleep now," she smiles at me raising one eyebrow. 


Oh holy shit! How the fuck do | get out of this?! | mean | really need to bust a nut but | can't fucking fuck 
Erin! She would notice something off. | highly doubt I'd fuck her how Axl does. No! No | can't fuck my best 
friend's girlfriend! "Actually honey | wouldn't be much good to you. | won't last thirty seconds.. | should 
probably just finish this up and go to bed" 


Then the next thing | know Erin is sinking to her knees in front of me and wrapping her mouth around Axl's 
dick. Oh this is wrong! So so wrong! She's not very good at it but | was already so close when she interrupted 
me. Shit | don't know if | should warn her. Does she let Axl cum in her mouth or does she make him finish 


himself. Oh god it's coming. 


"Oh god I'm gonna cum!" | shout out and it happens. She doesn't move away and sucks me until the throbbing 
stops. | throw my hand across my mouth and stare at the wall. On the other side is my room. My room with 
Axl in it! The dude is usually awake till dawn! Shit did he hear that? I'm as good as dead. There is a slight 
chance that all the drugs in my system had knocked him out. | sure hope so. | just pant and watch as Erin 


spits in the toilet then starts to brush her teeth. 


"Wow.. thanks," | say shyly. I've barely been in Axl's body an hour and I've already desecrated it and his 
girlfriends mouth. | m a bad bad friend. 


"Well, you always tell me | need more practice," Erin mumbles with a mouth full of toothpaste. "Plus you said 


that the next time | did you'd return the favor." 

What?! No! No way! | m not going down on her! | don't know how Axl goes about it! | mean | know how and I've 
been told I'm great at it, but that's crossing one line too many tonight! | can't eat out my best friends 
girlfriend! Oh shit I've gotta get out of this somehow! "Im too drunk baby. | just wanna crash." 

"But you promised..." she says with disappointed eyes. 


| know, but | didn't plan on all this.. | mean | didn't ask you to..so.." 


Erin spits out the toothpaste and slams her toothbrush into the sink. "Typical Axl..typical," she says and 


storms out of the bathroom. 


Well, so much for not fighting with Erin. And so much for not laying a hand on her. Shit half an hour ago this 
was great! Now it's sucks on every fucking level. | look down at Axl's naked body and sigh, "Way to go Izzy." 


Welcome To My Nightmare 


Welcome To My Nightmare 
Nikki's POV 


| toss and turn in Duff's lumpy twin mattress. How does he sleep on this fucking thing? I'm starting to get a 
fucking headache from all the vodka Duff had been putting back tonight. Shit, | fucking forget to get my dope 
out of my pockets. My pockets which Duff wore home to my fucking house! At least three other junkies 

reside here. That momentarily calms me. | know that when | wake up I'll need a fix before starting the day as 


Duff. So what does Duff do with his time? 


| flip and flop and groan. | kick the fucking covers off of myself and pound Duffs fists into the mattress. It's 

no fucking use! | can't sleep in this shitty bed! | growl and get up. | see a bottle of vodka by the bed. Not my 

preference but it was better than nothing | guess. | turn the bottle up and gulp some down. | rise to my feet, 
carrying the bottle and go downstairs to the kitchen Duff apparently gets the munchies when he drinks. 


| open the fridge and just roll my eyes. Leftover, half eaten take out, assorted single serving packages of 
condiments, mystery molds, and beer, well so much for fucking eating. So what can | do except chug more 
fucking vodka. The shit smells like fucking rubbing alcohol. Why does Duff love this shit so much? It's like dirt 
cheap. He could at least get Smirnoff or Grey Goose, maybe some Stoli. But no its fucking McCormick rot gut. 
This shits gonna kill him. 


"What are you looking for?" Someone asks. | turn to see Izzy. Well, Axl in Izzy's body. 


"Fuck, | don't know, guess Duff has a case of the munchies. Why the fuck don't you guys have shit to eat?" | 


ask. 


"Well it aint your fucking house, so how is that your business?" Axl asks but hearing his spiteful words in 


Izzy's voice is so hard to get used to. 

"You need to check the attitude. Izzy's too laid back to be sounding so moody. Seriously, even dumbass Steven 
will notice Izzy's behaving strange." | go over to the cabinets opening them. They're pretty harsh. | see a 
blender, two plates, one coffee cup, one plastic bowl, and a box of matches. No food here either. "Do you people 
fucking eat?" 

Axl huffs, " Do you? All the junkies | know are sweet freaks." 


"So you must be having a sweet tooth then Unfortunately Duff wants food. | personally could give a fuck" 


Axl just sighs, "Izzy's body apparently wants chocolate ice cream." 


"| guess Izzy's asleep in your bed with your girl huh? Guess he's gonna have to fuck her at some point." Then | 


hop up on the counter smiling at him just waiting to see what kind of rise | can get out of him. 
"Fuck you Nikki," he rolls his eyes. 

"Duff, you mean?" | correct him, "Can't afford those little slips of the lip like that.” 

"Blow me," Axl frowns. | just can't get over how strange Izzy sounds when he's moody. 

"So | thought about where we can start tomorrow," | say. 

Axl shrugs, "And?" 


"I think we should try some occult stores. You know, Wiccan stores, Voo Doo places, Santeria, Black magic, that 


kind of shit," | say. 

"Maybe we need to try reading up on folk lores. There's gotta be something out there to explain this. Maybe 
all we have to do is like hold hands and turn in a counterclockwise motion and wish to be back in our own 
bodies," Axl sighs and runs his hand over Izzy's face. He plops down in a half broken chair at the table that 
only has three legs. The fourth is erected out of cinder blocks. 

"Maybe we need an exorcist," | shrug from the counter top. 

"Just you," Axl sighs again and looks down at Izzy's arms. "God look at these track marks.” 

"l'm surprised that he hasn't covered them up with tats. That's what | do with mine. Guess that's why Izzy 
never takes his shirts off or rolls the sleeves up any further than his forearm." surmise and l'm probably 


right. 


"Well maybe | can get him sober if | have his body," Axl says pulling up Izzy's left sleeve to see how far up 


the track marks went. 


"Don't count on that. | have a feeling you're gonna wake up wanting a fix. | mean fuck, | m looking for food and | 


have a splitting headache from all the vodka Duff drank" 
Axl just shakes his head, "I feel the heroin now. | bet Izzy's feeling uncomfortable right about now. 
"| wonder if me and Izzy will turn you and Duff into junkies," | wonder aloud 

Axl just glares Izzy's eyes at me. "Goddamnit why did you have to read that damn thing” 


"Fuck, you found it," | smirk. "Hey how's Izzy's bed? Duff's is all lumpy and shit, I'll trade you." 


Axl glares, "No." 
"Fuck it," | sigh and jump off the counter, "I'll just sleep in the bathtub. "You should get some rest too." 
"Fuck off." he shoos at me. 


So | just fuck off, Duffs buzz is wearing off and l'm crashing hard | go to the bathroom, slide down in the tub 
and fuck me if it aint more comfortable than Duff's piece of shit bed. lim out in thirty seconds. 


Every Rose Has Hs Thorn 


Every Rose Has It's Thorn 
Axl's POV 


| guess it was around three am sometime, long after Nikki put Duff to bed The dumb shit is passed out in the 
fucking bathtub. Anyhow, it was about three am when | made an observation Izzy needs a fucking shower. | 
smell him in his clothes. Who knows how long it's been since he had one, his hair is so greasy it looks wet. He 


simply has an aversion to hygiene when he's all strung out. 


Well while I'm stuck in his fucking body he's bathing! Thankfully we have two bathrooms here. So | walk to the 
bathroom. Walking in Izzy's body feels strange and | know I'm not at all walking like him. I'm gonna have to work 
on this one. | lock the bathroom door and see Izzy's reflection in the mirror but its me inside. This shit was 
just too fucking strange. | also note that Izzy doesn't really need to shave daily, lucky fucker. | have a five o 


clock shadow after five minutes. 


| look down and start unbuttoning his shirt. | let it tumble off my shoulders and hit the floor. Jesus, he's so 
skinny. | can literally count his ribs. I'm gonna have to get some food in him and maybe work out. He's got a 
little muscle tone but that's just because he's literally skin and bones. | start pulling off his bracelets. | notice 
two fresh track marks there. They were definitely from today. Shit Izzy, how bad are you? The guys my best 
friend but he hides being high so well that most of the time | can't even tell. 


My hands start undoing his leather pants. | hesitate. I've seen Izzy naked from behind plenty of times but I've 
never gotten a full frontal view. This is weird. | don't wanna look but come on, it's human instinct. So | let the 
pants drop. And you just don't wear underwear in leather pants. So im standing here locked inside of Izzy's 
naked body. My eyes quickly look in the mirror. I'm not checking out Izzy's unmentionables because l'm into it, 
its more of a comparison factor than anything. His dick is bigger than mine, go figure. It's actually quite 
picturesque. Perfectly straight, perfect fucking circumcision, perfectly sized nuts. And Izzy obviously keeps the 
pubes trimmed back. They're like a nicely sculptured dark brown yard. Wow, he could always be a porn model if 
this music thing doesn't work out. | think | might just be a little jealous and peppered with a little envy. 


Ok Axl, that's enough checking out Izzy's package. Wash the fucking cheese off his nuts and put on some damn 
clothes. Then it occurs to me that in order to wash the cheese from his nuts, | gotta touch him. Very very 
intimately. I'd say besides a finger up his ass l'm violating him on just about every level. That's enough to make 
me want to just deal with his funky smell. Ok Axl, think logically here. A) Izzy's your best friend. It's better 
that it's me and not someone else. B) Izzy really really really..really needs a shower.C) I'm gonna be touching 
him with his hands. And D) Hopefully the water will sober me up some. I'm uncomfortably numb. What does 
Izzy find so appealing in this feeling? 


So | cut on the water and step in the shower. | grab the soap and start lathering up. Unfortunately | fucking 
feel every bit of it. Shit Izzy, | think I'm cool with you not bathing me while you're borrowing my body. | 


promise to only bathe you twice a week. Then it Dawn's on me that Izzy's gonna check out my nether regions 
eventually. The bastard is gonna get a big head cuz | have a smaller dick, ginormous balls, and a fucking fur 
coat down there. | know the little fucker is gonna bring it up eventually. Hopefully he will feel as embarrassed 
as | do right now. And here | go with the soap under his nuts. | swear to god Izzy, if your dick gets hard I'm 
chopping it off! I've seen it in enough of its glory already. | don't want to know how big it gets when you're 
hard. Lucky for Izzy his dick minds and doesn't get chubby or anything. Now here | go with the soap down the 


crack of his ass. This was the worst idea ever! 


| get out of the shower and regret that we don't own any towels. We just air dry, which | usually do as | 
shave, but since Izzy doesn't seem to need a shave it means | have to stand here naked and stare at his naked 
body. So | inspect his arms. | can't get over the track marks. | don't know how he hides them so well. They're 
fucking bad. At least Nikki tattoos over his. | swear to God, if that shithead sticks a needle in my vein I'm not 
going to drink, smoke, or do anything that he remotely likes. I'll make him as fat as a Christmas Goose. | dress 
very badly. I'd say | wouldn't let him get any pussy either, but because | have a girlfriend | can't exactly fuck 
anybody. It's Izzy's body, but I'm the one feeling it. So no sex for Izzy's body. And he damn sure better not 
fuck my girlfriend! I'm not a retard, | know he's gonna have to kiss her, hold hands and cuddle and shit, but he 
better come up with reasons to not have to fuck her. If | don't get back in my body soon Erin is gonna know 


something's off. 


| guess Nikki's idea is the best one any of us has come up with yet. None of us are idiots, but Nikki's actually 
got an IQ of like 150. Not that you can tell it by hanging around him. On the surface he's shallow, conceited, 
sarcastic, and a fucking junkie. But when you actually put his intellect to the test you can see how much of a 
goddamn genius he is. My IQ is up there too, Duff too. Izzy's is just average but with three guys who are 
above average, we should figure something out. Maybe | can pray myself back into my body. | can't stay in 
Izzy. I'll never get used to this shit. 


Damn it's gonna be weird seeing myself. | hope Izzy is a good actor because our personalities could not be 
more opposite. l'm gonna have to curb my snappiness if I'm going to be playing the role of Izzy. | shudder to 
think what Nikki's gonna do to poor Duff. And how is Duff gonna interact with the other members of Crue? 
Tommy is Nikki's best friend, he's gonna know something's wrong. Duff could never successfully pull off a Nikki 
Sixx. And what about Slash and Steven? Ok Slash. Stevens too stupid to notice anything. But Slash is bound to 
piece shit together. Oh god let this wear off by morning. 


Kumbiya 

Kumbiya 

Slash's POV 

| wake up with a five alarm hangover. There's just one cure for that, more booze and a fix. So | do the fix 
first and meander downstairs for some alcohol. | stashed a bottle of Jack in the dining room air vent. Hopefully 
Popcorn hasn't sniffed it out. Downstairs | find Axl Izzy, and Duff sitting on the floor. Their heads all snap up 
at me. They look like | just caught them fucking each other or something. Guess they were discussing covert 


shit they didn't want to hear.so | just wave. 


"Don't mind me, just getting a drink" They don't utter a word. | find my stashed bottle and return to the living 


room. | plop down on the couch and crack the seal. "So what's up?" 

Axl just shrugs. Izzy replies by saying, "Nothing." Duff is just staring at the bottle in my hand. Then | notice 
that Izzy's sweating. It's not hot, why the fuck is he sweating? Then | notice that He is unusually pale and he's 
pretty fucking pale to start with. His arms are wrapped around his stomach like it hurts. And Axls sitting 
there staring blankly at the carpet in silence. Every so often he looks at Izzy and seems concerned, 

"You guys ok?" | asked them. 

"Never better," Izzy rolls his eyes. 


‘lm cool," Axl softly says. But he obviously isn't. 


Duff is still staring at my bottle and watching every drink | take. He licks his lips and starts to speak. "Man, 


can | have a drink of that?" 

"You drink vodka," | say and take a big gulp just to spite him. 

I'm out," Duff says. 

Just then there's a knock at the door. The kumbya circle on the floor all look at me. "Ok, I'll get it,” | sigh. 


| answer the door and find that it's Nikki. And he's sweating his balls off and looking like he's about to blow 


chunks everywhere. "Hey Slash," he forces a smile to his face. 
"Dude, are you sick?" | ask him. 


ll feel better after | have something to drink," he nods and squeezes past me. He goes to the living room and 
joins the kumbya fuckers on the floor. 


"About time you showed up," Izzy sneers at him. My, isn't he moody this morning. He must be out of smack. 
That always makes me crabby. 


"Sorry, | was sleeping so soundly," Nikki shrugs. 
"Lucky you," Duff mumbles. 

"So Ni..Duff had a good plan last night," Izzy says. 
‘Oh yeah?" Nikki asks eagerly. 

"Yeah," Duff nods with a smirk. "We have to go." 
Izzy narrows his eyes and kicks Duff. 

"Ouch you fucker,” Duff shouts and kicks Izzy back "I was just saying we gotta go!" 
Izzy just looks away in disgust. 

‘Great, so lets go," Nikki nods anxiously. 
"Thought you wanted a drink," | say to Nikki 

"| do," Duff throws up his hand. 


"Oh yeah," Nikki nods and heads to the kitchen. He returns with Duffs bottle of vodka. | thought he said he 
was out. He twists off the lid and throws it back and gets a huge chug. 


My brows furrow and | look at Duff and wait for him to go ballistic on Nikki. Duff's very anal about his damn 
vodka. But Duff is just sitting there staring at my Jack. All of the sudden Izzy jumps up and rushes to the 
bathroom. He must be puking. Poor guy, maybe | should give him a fix. Axl gets up and follows Izzy. He's 
unusually concerned about Izzy this morning. Duff holds his hand out and moves his fingers in a gimmie kind of 
way. What the fuck? Why isn’t he jerking his vodka out of Nikki's hand? Why does he want to drink my Jack so 
bad for? 


"Dude..what the fuck is wrong with you," | ask Duff, "Nikki's drinking your shit:" 


Duff looks at Nikki and Nikki looks at the bottle of vodka in his hand. "My bad," Nikki says extending the bottle 
out to Duff. Duff takes it and gets a drink but doesn't look happy about it. 


| scratch my chin in wonder as | watch their interactions. Then | hear a voice yell, "Goddamnit Izzy" But it's 


Izzy saying it. Weirdo. 


Then Stevie meanders into the room and plops down next to me. "Morning," he says cheerfully. Everyone just 
looks at him like this is so not a good morning. Axl and Izzy return Axl is right on his heels. Izzy carefully sits 
back down and wraps his arms around his guts and slightly rocks back and forth. 

"Would you stop being difficult," Axl sighs to him calmly. 

"Go fuck yourself," Izzy glares at him. 

Duff peers at Izzy, "My aren't we testy this morning? Attitude check." He raises an eyebrow at Izzy. 

Izzy just stares hatefully at Duff. "lm sick motherfucker!" 


Duff just smirks, "Yeah | was wondering about that." Then he looks at Nikki. "And how are you feeling Nikki?" 


"What do you think man? | feel like hammered dog shit." Nikki replies and takes the vodka bottle back from 
Duff. 


At this point | just can't take anymore. "What the fuck is going on with you guys?" 

"What do you mean?" Duff asks me. 

"Well let's recap the events here. Axl is being unusual quiet and worried about Izzy. Nikki walked in like he lives 
here and starts drinking Duff's vodka and Duff doesn't say shit. Izzy and Nikki both look like they need a fix. 


Something ain't adding up." 


The kumbyaers just all look at each other worried. Steven is scrunching up his face in curiosity Duff looks up 
at me and shrugs, "We had a little issue come up last night." 


"Shut the fuck up!" Izzy shouts at him, temporarily stopping his rocking. 

"Man, get real" Duff looks at him, "They're gonna figure it out eventually. | say we just tell them: 

"Tell us what?" Stevie eagerly asks. 

Duff continues, "Last night Axl found this piece of paper on the roof of the Whiskey being a loose brick. | read 
it. It made no sense. So | chunked it. Then this bolt of lightning comes out of nowhere and knocks us all out. 


When we woke up | was Duff and Axl was Izzy." 


"| don't get it," Steven says. Big surprise but | don't get it either. So me and steven just stare at them in 


confusion. 


"lm Nikki. And Duff is me. Same with Axl and Izzy. Our souls got traded somehow. 


"Bullshit," Steven smiles. 
"No it's for real," Axl says. 
"Prove it," | say and take a drink. 


Axls eyebrows raise, "I cum on your leg man We wrote Mr Brownstone at our dealers place. Do | need to play 


a guitar for you? You know Axl can't play." 


Nikki butts in, "I make you pastries and you love them. Why do You think | walked right to the vodka? You know 
| hide the shit." 


Duff looks at me, " | met you when you were I5. | bought you and Steven drinks. We were at the Starlight” 


Then Izzy moans, "And I'm fucking dopesick because | refuse to let Izzy shoot me up. Oh, and you get on my 


nerves." 

Me and Stevie both just look at them with dropped jaws. How the fuck is this possible? | mean they just told 
me some very key events that no one but me would know. Its true. It damn sure explains Nikki drinking the 
vodka and Duff wanting my Jack. It explains why Izzy and Nikki look dopesick Explains Izzy's sudden short fuse. 
Explains why Axl seems so calm and quiet. 

"Holy shit," | say. 

Duff quirks his face, "Don't think it's anything holy..fucking shit would be more appropriate." 

"How did this happen?" Steven asks sitting up straight on the edge of the couch. 

"He fucking told you!" Izzy snaps. 

"Can it be fixed?" | ask. 

"Hopefully," Duff shrugs. 

"Ok.. you're Nikki. Nikki is Duff. Axl is izzy and Izzy is Axl? Right?" | ask Duff..shit Nikki. 

"Correctamundo," he nods 


"Woah, this is trippy," Steven smiles broadly. 


"Well you guys have to fix it," | nod. 


"No shit," Izzy rolls his eyes.. | mean Axl. 

"Its cool though," Duff/Nikki tells me. "I've got a plan" 

"What?" | shrug. 

But before he answers Erin walks in. She smiles and goes over to Axl/lzzy and bends down to kiss him. 
Izzy/Axl kisses back and Axl/Izzy's blood starts to boil but he doesn't say anything. Can you say Awkward? Axl 
is quite possessive of Erin Also | assume that they haven't told Erin anything. It aint my place to tell her. 
Duff/Nikki just chuckles a little and looks at Izzy/Axl. 

"We should go.like now," Izzy/Axl nervously says. 

So they break up the kumbya circle and start for the door. "Where are you going?" Erin asks Izzy/Axl. 
"Up..band shit," he answers. "Be back, love ya" 

Axl/lzzy punches Izzy/Axls arm. | get up. | was going wherever they were. Apparently Steven has the same 


idea. So we leave. Don't know where we're going, but Nikki/Duff seems to know. This is gonna be a very strange 


day. 


Shout At The Devil 


Shout At The Devil 

Nikki's POV 

Ok, occult places. The easiest to find will be a Wiccan store. There's one not far from here so we walk cause 
we can't all squeeze in my two seater Corvette which Duff apparently drove over here. We have to stop 
because Axls Dopesick and has to puke. Duff too, but he's handling it better than Axl. | myself would love a fix 
but since l'm in Duff's body | don't feel the withdrawals. But Duff does. I'm sure Izzy feels like | do. But | am 
craving alcohol. 


"Axl, it's gonna get worse, just shoot up," Izzy sighs. 


"Fuck you junkie, you're getting clean and there ain't shit you can do about it is there? No there ain't so just 


fucking drop it" 

"Fuck it," Duff shrugs, "I'll do it if it makes me stop hurting." 

"See, Duff's not being a difficult asshole," Izzy says and lights a cigarette. 

Axl jerks the cigarette out of his hand. "I fucking hate being you." 

"Well I'm not exactly in hog heaven either," Izzy sighs pulling out another cigarette. 

‘lm kinda digging being inside Duff. But your bed totally sucks." 

"Your addiction sucks," Duff rolls my eyes. 

So we get to the Wiccan shop and go in. A pretty little witch is behind the counter. She smiles warmly in that 
tree hugger kind of way. "Welcome," she smiles. | smile back and recline my elbows on the counter and look at 
her. "Ok, like we read this spell or something and it switched all of our souls. l'm actually that guy," | point at 
Duff. Then | recite what that paper said the best | can. She listens attentively. So do you know anything about 


that?" 


"No, it's not witchcraft. | honestly don't know what it is. But | can maybe do a something with some crystals," 
she says to us. 


"Man come on, she don't know shit. What the fuck are crystals gonna do?" Moody Axl says doubled over 
holding Izzy's stomach. 


Duff apologizes for Axls rudeness and we leave. Fuck crystals. | agree with Axl, that won't fix shit. We walk 


about three miles and come across another witchcraft place. This one has insences burning and it's an odd 
smell. This is a middle aged witch. She smiles at us but she also looks suspicious of us. We do look like thugs. | 
tell her our delimma and what the paper says. She nods as she listens to me explaining things to her. 

Its certainly not witchcraft. | think it might be voo doo," she tells us. 

"Where do we find a voo doo place?" Duff asks. 

"Well voo doo requires a lot of things we use in witchcraft too. There's this guy that comes in and buys things 
sometimes. He's very much into darker magic than witches. | think he's of the highest order there is in voodoo. 
Anyway, he lives in Compton" 


"Where at in Compton," Slash asks her. 


"| don't know, I'm sorry. | can give you his name, maybe you could find him that way. His name is Orvin 


Garrett." 


"So what, we just go door to door in fucking Compton and ask everybody if they know Orvin Garrett?" Axl 
shouts out. 


| smile nicely at her, "Forgive him, he's not taking this very well." 

So we go to Compton. | get us a cab cuz I'm the only one with cash. So we get dropped off on Crenshaw 
Boulevard. You hear about bad neighborhoods. Drive bys. Muggings. Murder. Compton is where this shit goes 
down daily. Plus it's predominantly black. And we're six white boys with long hair and leather in possibly the 
most dangerous neighborhood in the US. Fuck | feel like this might be a bad thing. But we gotta find this dude. 
It's fucking imperative. 


"We are so gonna get killed," Duff says looking all around. My hair is flat and it looks strange seeing laying flat 
and straight. But nobody has managed to get my hair right. 


"At this point | could give a fuck," Axl says all hunched over and still holding Izzy's stomach. Izzy's body is in 
full withdrawal. But Axl won't just shoot up. 


"Just act like we own this motherfucker and live here," Izzy says dragging off a cigarette. 
"Yeah," | nod, "they can smell fear." 
"| can't smell shit. My nose.. Izzy's nose is still fucked up from all that coke last night," Axl sees fit to tell us. 


"Would you drop the bitching about drugs," Izzy sighs, " let's just fucking ask whoever we pass. Somebody has 
gotta know this dude." 


I'm cramping all over and it's your fucking fault!" 


‘lm about ready to gag you fuckers," | point at them, " we're all miserable. We all need heroin, fucking deal 


with it," | inform him. 


So | do my best to strut Duff's body like | lived on this block. We get maybe two blocks before some guy is 
shouting out, "What you trying to get white boy?" He's trying to sell us drugs. 


Izzy Handel's this one since his former occupation was a drug dealer. "Naw man, we lookin for Orvin" 
"Oh, he stay over bout three blocks," he points behind us. 
"A‘ite," Izzy nods and we start heading over three blocks. 


Along the way we run into more dudes asking what we wanted. Wow, it would be incredibly easy to score here. 
| guess there's safety in numbers. We pass by three guys standing at the curb drinking forties. One lifts his 
shirt to show us a gun. Izzy just sticks out Axls chest and does the same fucking thing showing them his gun. 
Wow, I'm curious if such a bold move is something he might be having from being in Axl's body. He was a drug 
dealer for several years so | assume he's dealt with his fair share of shady places and people. | thought he 
might have gotten us killed but the guy just gives Izzy a head nod and steps out of his way. 


We catch this chick getting out of her car and | call out to her, "Where's Orvin Garretts place?" 
She rolls her eyes chewing her gum and points at the house just across the street. | turn and see what looks 


like a condemned house with squatters living in it. Fucking great. l'm n Compton at the shittiest house in the 
whole neighborhood with guys showing us guns. We so don't belong here.. 


You Can't Always Get What You Want 


You Can't Always Get What You Want 
Duffis POV 


So when we get to Compton I'm like on the verge of shitting solid gold bricks. Then there's the whole gun 
ordeal, then I'm on the verge of a panic attack. Now we're standing in front of a run down creepy looking 
fucking house. Well what's left of this motherfucker. Now I'm fairly sure im having a nervous breakdown. 
Surely someone doesn't actually live here. It's like a crack house. A fucking dope den. A homeless hideout. We 
have to go in there? Fucking really? I'm gonna spew chunks again real soon, | feel them coming. And | can't tell 
if I'm hot or cold. I'm sweating so bad. | look over at Nikki in my own body. That asshole seems to have adapted 
to being me quite easily. He probably likes not feeling this withdrawal | fucking feel from himAxls having a hell 


of a time too. 


Axl looks up as a police helicopter flies overhead. He starts shaking Izzy's head and says, quite matter of 
factly, "No goddamn way am | going in that fucking house." 


"Oh you prefer standing alone on the curb with the home boys? Ok," Nikki shrugs my shoulders and starts to 
walk up on the porch. 


"Just move your ass," Izzy looks at Axl. 


Axl just stands his ground a moment. Finally after an eternal staring contest Axl just breaks the link and 
moves Izzy's ass up onto the porch. Izzy has such flawless skill when it comes to Axl Rose hissy fits. | follow 
them up the stairs. I'm like looking over both shoulders you know, cause | don't wanna get stabbed or shot in 
the back. The helicopter flies over again. | pause to stare up at it. But Izzy grabs my wrist with Axl's hand and 
jerks me up on the porch. He looks at me with Axl's face. 


"Is a fucking flying pig, get your ass under cover. It's the same one that just flew over us. He saw six white 


guys in the hood and circled back to dispatch out a squad car." 


| just nod. Wow, Izzy's street smarts are surely kicking in today. l'm kinda looking at Izzy, in his own body of 
course, as possibly the baddest motherfucker to walk the planet. He's the only one of us that actually looks 
like he belongs here. He honestly did look like he owned this motherfucker. The way he showed his gun to that 
guy showing us his, man | thought he was gonna get us shot right there. | was astounded when the guy just 
stepped out of Izzy's way. | swear to god, | don't know how we just got to walk right on by. But we did. 


| look over at Slash and Steven they are both completely silent. Fuck, me too. I'm scared to talk. I'm scared all 
around. I've got gang bangers and flying pigs after me. I'm about to walk in some creepy crack house to talk to 
a man about Voo Doo. You bet your ass l'm a scared little pussy right now. Its not just me either, we all are 


except for Izzy and maybe Nikki. It's hard to tell with him, plus he's in my body so its very hard to tell. | 


guess the expression on my face is curiosity. But then Nikki does like to live on the edge. He's into all this 
occult bullshit too. 


Nikki raises my hand and knocks on the door. It comes open when he does and slowly creeks open all the way. 
Axl sort of moves Izzy's body behind me. Like I'm some fucking shield that can protect him. | promise you, if 
something goes down, l'm the first bastard out of here. I'll climb right over whoever is in my way so Axls not 
exactly shielding himself from much. | hear myself chuckle slightly as Nikki turns my head and looks at us all 


in amusement. 
He clears my throat and calls out, "Hello?" 


From where l'm standing | can see that all the windows are blacked out. There's not a single light on, but 


there's candles burning everywhere. A voice calls out from the darkness, "Come." 


l'm thinking um, no, thank-you, but | know | gotta go in. Naturally Nikki is the first one through the door. Then 
Axl comes out from behind me and follows Nikki in. Then Slash, Steven, and myself. Izzy's standing guard until 
we all get inside and then he brings up the rear. Once l'm inside | see this aquarium with snakes in it. Slash is 
standing over it just mesmerized. | almost jump ten feet when | turn to look to my right. There's a goddamn 
owl with his head turned around backwards like the goddamn exorcist staring at me. Who the fuck keeps real 
live owls in their house? Then | look down at Nikki's feet because | feel something tapping at his boot. It's a 
chicken..a goddamn chicken! What the fuck is next? A fucking wolf? Maybe a mountain lion? Steven bends down 
and pets the chicken like it's a dog or something. 


"Sit," a voice says. 

| can't clearly see this creepy weird Voo doo guy but | see an outline of him, he's sitting on the floor and 
motioning for us to do it too. Nikki plops my body down and smiles at the guy. We all sit in like this prayer 
circle or something, Like literally, there's a circle drawn on the floor with chalk. Its got some strange markings 
on the inside that sorta look like shit from geometry class. The man leans forward and by candlelight | can see 
his face. He's old. His eyes are completely white so | assume he's blind. He looks forward but you can tell he 


can't see us. Then his left hand reaches over and grabs Nikki by my wrist. Nikki doesn't flinch or react at all. 
He's just going with it. 


"Ah, you come because someone find dark spell?" He talks with something like a Jamaican accent. "Ya done gone 


an trapped your souls." 

"Yep, pretty much," Nikki nods my head. 

"It was an accident," Axl says in Izzy's soft voice. 

"Day are no accidents," the creepy Voo Doo man says and | feel a shudder go down Nikki's spine. "Only destiny." 


"So this was supposed to happen?” Nikki curiously asks. 


"Ya must learn a lesson. Ya souls can't escape doe's bodies till ya learnt a lesson," he nods. 

"Well what fucking lesson?" Axl asks. 

"Da lesson is different for each a ya. Only ya soul know da lesson 

"So we learn a lesson and we get our souls back in our bodies, right?" Nikki asks. 

"Yes," the guy nods. 

"Well how do we go about learning our lessons?" Nikki says. He seems so into this cockamamie bullshit. 


"Ya all have secrets. Ya all have tings ta overcome. Ya learn from one another. Ya must find ya truth deep 


inside. Ya can't do dat in ya own body. Ya got to step outside ya body. Ya got to see how others see ya 


Nikki just nods my head in amazement like he understands completely what this guy is taking about. Fuck, he 
might, | don't know, but | sure as shit don't get what he's saying. 


"Now go," the old creepy guy says. 


Well that sounds like a fine idea to me so | get up to leave. We file out onto the porch. Izzy looks down the 
street both ways and up into the sky before letting any of us get off the porch. He finally nods at us with 
Axl's head. That was my cue to leave this Voo Doo crack house and the city of fucking Compton. Just get me 
back to Hollywood in one fucking piece. | vow to never come to this place again, but | have this strange feeling 


that | will be coming back 


Welcome To The Jungle 


Welcome To The Jungle 
Izzy's POV 


| have no clue what that old man was talking about. Nikki seems to have grasped it. Maybe Axl too since he 
didn't ask more questions or have any bitching to do. | don't know, | m more concerned with getting us the fuck 
out of here. I've been here before. Back when | sold dope | found myself in all sorts of threatening places. | 
won't go as far to say I'm not scared, | am, | assure you. It's just | know how to handle places like this. The 


rest of them don't and | know it. 


When that guy lifted his shirt and showed his gun the guys all almost pissed themselves. They misunderstood 
is all. The guy wasn't threatening to shoot us. It's just that he knew we were outsiders. We might have been 
there to rob his mama, rape his cousin, or kill his brother. By showing his gun to us he would know by our 
reaction if we were scared or not. If we would have appeared scared, even a litte they'd really scare you by 
getting you on the ground and all kicking the shit out of you. Then when | showed my gun it showed him a few 
things, |) | wasn't afraid. 2) | was someone not to fuck with because I'll walk right up to you and pull a gun, in 
your hood. 3) Don't start none, won't be none. And 4) That I'm most likely a dealer, killer, or your average 
everyday lunatic with a gun. After he sized me up he nodded at me and got out of the way. It was a sign of 
respecting me for not being scared. And for having the balls to be a white boy in the hood with a fucking gun. 
Respect. 


But we have bigger problems at the moment. We have the goddamn eye in the fucking sky. | know its going to 
still continue sweeping the area until he figures we lost him. And that's what we had to do, lose him. The 
problem is that we gotta hide under something that he can't see through, like trees, porches, under porches, 
in bushes, under benches, that sort of things. But we all have to be hidden, if he sees even one of us we're 
fucked. We'll have LAPD to deal with and | know Axl will be a smart ass and get the shit kicked out of my 
body. 


"Hey guys," | say to them, "Look, we have to stick together but still be able to hide on a moments notice ok? 
Do you understand?" | ask hearing myself asking as Axl. "Look everywhere you go, know your covers. Be 


listening for the chopper to come back" 


They all nod and look nervous as hell. | am too, | just hold it in So we start walking. | have us switch over a 
block just so we we're not retracing our foot steps. We get a few dirty looks, several what the fuck stares, 
little bit of slanderous remarks. Then | stop instantly, "Chopper! Take cover!!! shout and roll under a car by 
the curb, an old ass Impala on Daytons. From here | can see Axl and Steven hiding under a tree, hugging it's 
trunk. Slash turns over an empty garbage can and hides. Duff's behind some bushes in front of a houses front 
wall. | can hear Duff laughing hysterically but | know its Nikki. | look the other way and see him under an old 


couch being thrown away. He's really having too much fun today. 


The chopper passes by and we all slowly meet back up on the sidewalk. Nikki's laughing Duff's ass off. Duff's 
got Nikki's eyes bugged out of his head. Steven isn't smiling for a change. Slash notes that he now smells like 
garbage. And Axl is just slightly shaking my head in disgust as he wipes a few swear beads from my forehead. 
You know, | really look like shit today. | wish Axl would just shoot the fuck up because it's him feeling my 
body's pain. | honestly don't want him to suffer. | have noticed. Since I'm in Axl's body I'm not craving a fix 
unless | think about it. My body isn't here to tell me | need one. I'm not craving it out of pain, only in thought. 


"Man let's get the hell out of here," Duff says and | can't agree more. 
"That way," | point, “and keep listening for that chopper." 


We only make it a few paces before | watch my body hit the ground. Shit! | bend down to Axl, he's out cold. | 
know its the withdrawals. My body is sick as a motherfucker. | roll myself onto the side incase Axl pukes. | 
place Axl's hand on my forehead and I'm burning the fuck up. | don't know how bad it might get. | did know that 
only detox from alcohol and heroin could be fatal. My body is so used to both that there is a chance it could 
just shut down. Essentially, my body is in a state of shock right now. It's used to being fed these substances 
daily, without them it doesn't know what to do. 


"Now is not the time for this," Slash says peering up into the sky. 
"Is he ok?" Duff asks with Nikki's body towering over Axl and |. 


Nikki comes over and bends Duff's body down next to Axl. He too feels his forehead. He brings Duff's eyes up 


to meet mine. "You know there's just one way to make him better." 
"He won't fucking do it," | sigh shaking Axl's head. 

"Well he can't fight you right now." 

"No, if he wakes up high he'll fucking kill me," | shake Axls head. 


Ok Izzy, let's be diplomatic about this," Nikki says to me n Duff's voice, "Your body has had it. | mean, there is 
a justifiable percentage that your body could die. That leaves you stuck in Axls body forever. Axl will be lost 
and nothing is solved. But if you just shoot him up, right now, he can walk out of here. You know we can't get 
out of here carrying your body. We need Axl to wake the fuck up and walk. Do you get what I'm saying?" 


Shit, he was right. | had to make a decision Try to get us out of fucking Compton carrying an unconscious Axl 
trapped in my body with choppers chasing us, and everybody in the hood toting guns. Or, shoot my body up 
and deal with Axl's bitching . | weigh my options. Axl can get really shitty when he's mad. But both of our lives 
are at stake here. If my body dies so does Axl and | sure as fuck didn't want to lose him. | loved him too 
much. So | guess | have my decision 


| reach down into Axls boot and pull out a syringe. | had cooked up a shot after | snuck in my room this 


morning. | never really got the chance to use it, plus | didn't really dwell on it much. So it's just there in Axls 
boot I'm wearing. | nod at Nikki, "Ok, keep an eye out" 


Nikki nods and stands Duff's body upright. He grabs Stevie and pulls him closer to block me and Axl. He points 
for Slash to stand on the opposite side. The four of them crowd me with my body on the ground. | have no 
time to wait. | flip over my wrist, move the bandana tied around it and quickly shove the needle in one of the 
veins | can see. Its a small vein and | miss the first time. 

"Come on Izzy," | can hear Nikki say through Duff. 

‘I'm having trouble hitting the vein," | say and can hear the desperation in Axl's voice. | try again but my hands 
are shaking because l'm nervous, apprehensive, scared, and in a rush. | miss again Fuck! I'm so focused that | 
don't see Steven bend down next to me. His hand gently takes the needle from Axls hand. He lays my wrist 
across his knee. He gently slides the needle in and blood clouds into the syringe. Thank god. He slowly injects Axl 
through my wrist. | nod at Steven, "Thanks man" He just nods back and hurls the string into the bushes. It's 
cool though, | have more needles. 

Then Duff's body is bending down and Nikki is hoisting My body up. Duff moves Nikki's body in a position to 
assist holding Axl up. | start saying Axl's name and smacking my face a little. Axl opens my eyes and sees me. 
He looks around a moment like he's confused. Then he's grabbing my head. 

"Goddamnit Izzy," he weakly drawls in my voice. 

"We can fight about it later. We have to get the fuck out of here. We couldn't carry you. Can you walk?" | ask 
"| got it," he says with my eyelids starting to droop. He weakly pulls back from Duff and Nikki. 

"Great," Nikki nods Duff's head, "Now let's get the fuck out of here." 

"No wait," Slash tells Nikki and grabs Duff's arm to stop him. 

"What?" Nikki shrugs Duff's shoulders in exasperation. 


Slash looks like he's concentrating really hard. "Chopper!" He yells. 


We all grab each other and rush over to a few trees and hide under them. I'm on the same tree as Axl. | look 


at him and my eyes are rolling back. "Axl.hey Axl?" 
"Hum?" He mumbles. 
"You gotta stay awake." | guess since Axl isn't used to the smack it's really kicking his fucking ass. 


"I am asshole," he almost whispers in my voice. "Chopper gone yet?" 


"Yeah, come on, try to walk straight," | tell him. "Just a few more blocks." 
"No problem," Axl nods my head and almost can't lift it again 


| know how it is to feel like that. | kinda wanna feel like that now. But that's just my drug addict mind talking. 
Axl's body actually feels great. | don't wake up sick. | can fucking breathe through his nose as opposed to my 
mouth. I'm not dying for a drink. Not worried about this how I'll score that day. I'm almost..at peace with 
myself. | don't know its all really sudden and unexpected and new to me. It's a lot different and | have to get 
used to it. l'm actually sorta getting Nikki's remark when he said that he was digging being in Duff's body. | 


kinda agree because | know how he feels. It's great not waking up sick 


We walk more briskly just trying to get the hell out of there and get back to Hollywood. Luckily we get out 
without any more problems. We make it a payphone and Nikki calls us a cab. We wait for it in a laundry mat. 
We cram in it on top of one another. | have Axl on my lap sleeping. It may or may not be a good place for him 
to be..Then we make it back to fucking Hollywood. Hell house has never felt more like home. Once we all felt 


safe we started to try to process what the Voo Doo guy told us. 


Mr. Brownstone 


Mr. Brownstone 
Axl's POV 


| am laying flat on my back in my bed when my eyes open again. Im looking right into my own eyes as | do. At 
first | think it's a philosophical dream or something. But no. | could feel that | was still very much dancing with 
Mr. Brownstone. The ceiling above me seems so far away. | feel like I've sunk into my bed three feet. My body 


feels hot. My head is spinning. What the fuck? When does this shit wear off? 

"Axe? Are you ok?" My own voice and face asks me. Huh? 

Then everything hits me all at once. Thats not me. That's Izzy inside my body. I'm looking up at what | know is 
izzy but looking so intensely into your own eyes is a little strange. | don't really know how to read my own 


expressions because lk never see them. | think | look concerned. Izzy sighs and | can hear myself. 


"The fever broke and you stopped sweating. The shaking is gone. You might still feel a little sick, but you're ok 


now," Izzy nods my head and diverts his gaze downward. 


"Why'd you do that Izzy? | could have taken it. | was trying to do you a favor," | hear myself mumbling in the 


sound of Izzy's voice. 

"And | was trying to do you one. This was just the first day of withdrawal. It gets a lot worse before it gets 
better. And sometimes.. sometimes a person can die from it. If you die in my body what happens to you? Or 
me even? | had to do it Axe." 

| guess | understood, but maybe that's just the heroin making me all tame and meek. | guess it would do 
neither of us any good if something happened to either of us? I'd be gone and Izzy would be stuck in my body 
for the rest of his life. | guess | see why he shot me up. | guess if | were in his shoes | would probably do the 
same thing. Hey at least he got me out of Compton alive. 

"Izzy?" | ask. 

"Yeah?" He asks me raising my head to look at me. 


"You said something to me when | was on the sidewalk.what did you say?" | ask him looking right at my eyes. 


His eyes flutter a little, "Like | can remember that now," he shrugs my shoulders and looks down again. "You 


feel ok enough to come downstairs and have a little band meeting plus one bass player?" 


| nod and slowly sit up. Izzy looks at me and | just stare back at my whole face. "Yeah, guess we should all talk 


about what that guy said, see if we can figure out what to do next" 


"Yeah cause | didn't understand any of it," my head shakes. Izzy turns eyes to the door, "but Nikki's saying 


some shit downstairs that kinda makes sense." 

"Now I've gotta hear this," | smirk Izzy's face. 

| hear myself chuckle, "It's so funny looking at myself. | never knew how shitty | look," but my laughter he's 
making stops. "That shits done a number on me, hasn't it?" He asks softly. | don't say anything. | could, but | 
don't. "I'm sorry | had to shoot you up." 

"IFs ok," | hear his gentlest voice saying my thoughts. "I'll just work on getting you sober tomorrow." | rise to 
my feet feeling a little heavy and a little off balance. | stumble a bit and am about to fall when my arms grab 
me. l'm grabbing ahold of my biceps with his hands. My eyes meet my own green eyed stare. But when Izzy 
stares at me like this | have no clue what he's thinking. | know it's something deep, but | can't tell what. 
"Wanna try that again," he says and blinks, breaking the look in my eyes. 

"Yeah," | say balancing myself. 

We go downstairs and | can hear Stevie talking. "Here's my theory." 

"Sit the fuck down, you don't get a theory," | can hear Duff's voice saying it but | know its Nikki's words. 
"Yeah Popcorn," Slash says, "We'll use your theory when all others have failed." 

Duff's eyes fall on me and he smiles at me with Nikki at his helm, "How are we feeling now?" 

"Go fuck yourself Nikki," | say to him hearing the tone Izzy gets when he just wants to be left alone. 

"Ladies and gentlemen! He's cured!" Nikki shouts throwing up Duff's arms. 

| just find a place to sit. l'm not in the mood to argue with Nikkii look at Duff wearing a Nikki suit. Duffs not 
sweating anymore. Apparently he took some smack too to rid Nikki's body of withdrawal. He's holding vodka and 
smoking a cigarette. Izzy sits my body down next to his. 

"Hey Nikki, like explain your theory again for Axl," Izzy says. 

"Ok," Nikki nods Duff's head and takes a chug off a bottle of Jack. "So..like when he said we learn from each 
other, | think he meant something more direct. Like between us and whose body we swapped with. | also heard 
him say that we all had secrets and things to overcome. | think that means that like me and Izzy have drug 


addiction to overcome. And you and Duff are the ones to help us do it," Duff's brown eyes flash at me. | 


swear to god he manages to move Duff's face like his own. Maybe l'm just high, | don't know. "So we all decided, 


while you were out, that starting tomorrow morning that Izzy and | will start to wean our bodies off of 


heroin, but that means you and Duff are the ones feeling it" 

"Yeah," | nod. That sounded fine to me. | wanted to do it, for Izzy, for the band. 
"You sure?" | hear my voice say. 

"Yeah," | turn and look at izzy in my body, "fucking positive." 


“There's more," Duff's voice continues again with Nikki's words, "we also think that we should like talk. You 


know, reveal secrets, get shit off our chests, get to know ourselves as well as our hosts." 

"Ok," | nod. 

"Then there's the issue of band rehearsals," Nikki continues, "I have to learn GNR songs and Duff's gotta learn 
Crue. | can't very well show up to rehearsals wearing Duff's skin like a fur coat, you know? I'm gonna have to 
teach Duff how to do all my mannerisms and everything. He going to have to also be the one who runs Crue. | 
mean it is my band and | make all the final decisions.’ 


"Are you gonna be able to pull it off Duff?" Slash asks him. 


Duff pulls the bottle of vodka to Nikki's lips and gulps some. He lowers the bottle, "Fuck no. What the fuck do | 


do about Tommy? He's gonna know, just like Slash and Steven knew." 

"Tommy has the brain of a dumb cur dog, he'll never suspect a thing," Nikki says in Duff's assuring voice. 
"And Axl and | have to work on being each other in public," | hear myself speak for Izzy. 

| look at myself and nod, "Yeah ok." 


"Is it just me, or is Axl way more agreeable high?" Nikki laughs in Duffs voice. This gives everyone a good 
laugh 


Getting To Know You 


Getting To Know You 
Nikki's POV 


Tonight l'm sleeping in my own fucking bed! Kiss my ass and fuck you very much. Anyhow, | gotta get to know 
Duff a little more. That's the easy part. What's difficult is Duff getting to know me. That's just not something 
that | usually don't allow people to do. But I've already prepared to be unabashedly honest with him. This is just 
for the sake of getting back into my own body. However, | find that | have never felt as alive as | do in Duff. 
Don't ask me, | don't have the slightest clue why. 


So Duff and | go back to my place. He's wasted. He was used to drinking a certain amount a day. But when you 
throw in my heroin addiction, well lets just say it gets interesting. Right now | can get Duff to tell me if he 
likes a finger up his ass or if he still wet the bed. Its me that needs to be in his position and not the other 
way around. Still, its what we've got to work with here. Gotta make the best of it. 


Just walking through my front door triggers something in my brain that tells me to shoot up. But somehow 
its easy to dismiss the thought and replace it with Vodka. Duff's body wants vodka. It doesn't matter how 
fucking much Jack | drink, | still end up wanting vodka. | don't even fucking like vodka. | wonder what bad habits 
of mine he might be getting? For some reason, Duff and Axl don't seem to be craving dope. Our bodies do, but 
their brains just don't register that craving effect. They don't associate dopesickness with any drug experience 


they've ever had. 


So | call and order a few pizzas. Duff and | plop down on my couch with the TV on. "So I'll start," | say and look 
over at my own face, " you have brothers and sisters?" 


| watch my head nod, "I'm the youngest of eight. You?" 

"Sister," | say, "younger than me." Ok, this isn't so bad, | can do this." 

Then Duff asks me, "What's your family like?" 

| sigh because | don't want to answer. "This is stupid. Grab your bass." | quickly say. There's more important 
shit to be learning about one another. I've gotta teach him how to be me. "We can start with Wild Side." | 
strap on my bass and play the cords for him. He plays them back perfectly. However his stance is way off. 
"Your posture is too perfect. Lean over your bass more." 


He leans over some, "Like this?" 


"More," | say. 


He leans over more, "Man | feel like I'm gonna fall face first." 

"Imagine how I'm gonna feel holding perfect fucking posture," | say and get a tug off the vodka. 

It takes a few hours to wear ourselves out. But | manage to get him passable for me. Interacting with my 
band mates will be the real challenge. Tommy's gonna ask him a million questions. Vince will start bitching and 
Duff won't have a clue what to say. Plus he will be making executive decisions about MY band. | mean, were 
planning perhaps our largest tour ever. There's themes to pick. There's backups to audition. Gotta make a set 
list. Gotta decide album covers. Just a shitload of decisions to make and Duff has my fucking proxy. l'm a little 
nervous about it. Then there's the issue with my fucking hair. | attempted to show Duff how and after many 
failed attempts | just said fuck it. I'll just let it be flat. 


Duff reaches for the Jack on the table and turns it up. He looks over at me, "So how long before its time for 
a fix?" He asks. 


| raise Duff's eyebrow, "Whenever you start to hurt. Why? Are you craving it or something?" 


"| don't know," he looks at me confused. "I know the goal is to get you sober..but | just want more than Jack 


and cocaine. | don't really know what, just more," he explains. "| can only assume that that void is smack." 
"Yeah, most likely," | nod. 

"So..how is getting you sober working out in my body?" He asks me. 

"Well, I'm still thinking about it from time to time. There's lots of triggers. | see someone strike a lighter and | 
think about cooking a fix. But the thoughts go away almost as fast as they come. It's kinda weird. | don't really 
want it but | want vodka. And | know you don't want me to get your body strung out” 

"Yeah man, please don't get me hooked on heroin," Duff nods my head. 

‘| keep wondering what your ‘lesson to learn is," | look at myself. 

He shrugs my shoulders, "Fuck if | know. Guess I'll figure it out later." 

"Let's make it sooner than later. I'd really like my body back," | say. 

"Yeah," Duff nods my head, "I hate touching your dick every time | take a piss." 

"Yeah, kinda puts a stop to masterbating huh?" | smile. "At least | fucking hope so anyway." 


"Remember that shaking it more than once is playing with it," Duff sternly points my finger at me. 


"But," | shrug his shoulders, "I don't see any reason why you can't enjoy the perks of being me" 


My own eyes flash at me, "What, you don't mind me fucking somebody?" 
"Nah, why not? I'm kinda curious about that one too," | reply. "You know, for the sake of studying." 


"Yeah, research. Like getting to know ALL about each other," he nods my head. "That's what | don't get with 
Axl and Izzy," he continues with a perplexed look on my face, "they already know everything about each other." 


"Maybe there's something another lesson they're supposed to learn” | say in Duff's voice as | ponder it all 
“Guess we'll find out" 


"Are you sure getting clean is your ‘lesson'?" hear myself as he asks. 
"I think so, | don't know of any big secrets. This has to be the thing to overcome." 
"| wish | knew what mine was," he questions and sighs. 


"Well, | guess we have to figure it out together." 


Whole Lotta Love 


Whole Lotta Love 
Izzy's POV 


| sit perfectly quite in a chair, hidden by shadows. l'm blending into it like a camelion. | watch my own chest 
rise and fall as Axl breaths in his sleep. My body looks so peaceful. When | tell myself that thats Axl in there | 
almost don't believe it. It's so strange to look at me. In my head all | see is Axl. And | know | carry a secret 
love for him. But how do | ever tell him? Is that the secret | carry? The thing | have to overcome? | wish | 
knew for sure. Maybe it is as simple as getting sober. 


I've been watching him sleep all night, without any narcotic aid surprisingly. | use it as time to get to stare at 
him without him realizing that | am. He would probably find it creepy. Then he would demand on me telling him 
what it was that was making me stare. | sure as hell couldn't answer that. | should probably just go. But 


nothing in me wants to leave. | couldn't rip myself away if | wanted to, who am | kidding? 


Just then my eyes open. Axl sits up a little and turns on the light. He sees me and jumps in shock. "What the 
fuck?!" 


Oh hell, what do | say? 

"What are you doing watching me sleep?" Axl asks. 

| was worried you might get sick. | was." | just forgot what | was going to do say. | know | must look really 
ominous sitting here in the fucking dark just looking at him like some sex predator. I'm not a sex predator, for 
the record. However, | could easily turn into one if he ever gave me half the chance. | guess my answer 
satisfies him because he doesn't say anything else. Well not a least for a few minutes. 

"Izzy," he says my name and it's strange to hear myself saying it. 


"Yeah?" | look at him, well myself. 


"He..he used to come in my room and just stand there watching me. | was so afraid that he'd.fuck.. Izzy you 


can't just.."he stops his words and shakes my head. 

"Fuck, I'm sorry Axe, | didn't mean to.. | didn't think. lim sorry." My voice in the tone of his voice is so fucking 
hard to get used to. But | really was sorry. | can't believe it didn't occur to me to think about that before | 
stalked him. 


"It's ok," he nods looking down, "we're supposed to be sharing secrets, right?" 


| just nod. 

"Now share a secret with me Izzy," | hear my voice saying so softly. 

"Fuck man, you know them all already," | say. 

"Oh | doubt that, come on there has to be something," 

"Not that | can think of right now," | shake his head. 

"So | guess you like being in my body?" He smirks at me with my own damn smirk. 
"No. I just don't have a secret" 

"The weird Voo doo guy said we all had secrets and things to overcome." 

| slide Axl's hand up, "Um.junkie Axe, | think that's something to overcome." 


"Yeah, well | think one of the things | have to overcome is..is being afraid to close my eyes because some sick 


fuck wants to.."his words trail off and | can see a tear roll down my cheek. 


| quickly get up and go over to him. | touch his shoulder, "You don't have to be afraid of him anymore. He's in 
the past. He can't come after you anymore." 


He nods and glances at me, "| used to always wish you were my brother. | wanted your mom to be my mom." 


| can't think of anything to tell him. But | sit next to him, looking at myself. But if | close my eyes | can imagine 
the sound of his voice. | can let my imagination see the flaming red hair so long and straight. And what fantasy 
is complete without touching? Just a brush. Just once. And | find myself reaching over to him to push a 
strand of hair behind his ear. My hazel eyes look up at me. | look a little confused. He parts my lips, like he 
wants to say something but doesn't. | love you Axl. | love you. | love you. | fucking love you so much. Why can't 
| just tell him? | mean, what if this is the one piece of information about me that can get me back into my 
body? But like the coward | am, | just say nothing. I'm such an idiot. | know better than to, even for a second 
think, that he could ever love me? 


"Izzy?" He finally whispers my name, "what did you say to me when | was on the sidewalk half out of it?" 
"l. | don't remember," | shake his head. But | did remember. | had told him | loved him. | was tripping out and 


thinking that he might die right there. | just said it. | didn't think about whether or not he heard. As it stands | 


don't think he heard me clearly. However, the way he keeps asking, I've got to wonder. 


Who Are You 


Who Are You 
Duffis POV 


| worked my ... Nikki's ass off learning how to be him. We only had four days. I'm on my way now to rehearse 
with the rest of Crue. I'm so fucking nervous. Not about my playing, I've got the songs down It's Nikki that | 
don't have down! At this point | have to tip my fucking hat to actors. What they do seems so simple, until you 
put the skill to the test. | hate this. I'm walking in all alone. I'm trying to lie to probably the three people who 
know Nikki the best. If I'm found out they'll beat the shit out of me. Right about now | would rather take a 
midnight stroll through Compton! Like seriously. 


To make matters worse, Nikki shot me up about half an hour ago. l'm not used to heroin so I'm really feeling 
it. Nikki just pushed me out the door telling me itll make me relax. Yeah dude, not working. But | guess a life or 
death situation would sorta interrupt your high. I'm too worried | won't say the right stuff or act the right 
way. | clench Nikki's bass case in my hand and reach for the door. This is it, no turning back now. | pull the 


door open and go inside. 


I'm hidden behind hair and sun glasses so | feel good about that. But | am in Nikki's body so this should be the 
least of my worries. | pull off the shades, move Nikki's hair out of his face and clear my throat. Three 


deadpanned expressions meet mine. "Hey what's up guys," | nervously wave. 

"Can we start now your majesty?" Vince is rolling his eyes. 

"Can this not turn into a grudge match?" Mick sighs. 

Tommy just rattles away on his drums trying to ignore the other two. 

| draw in a breath and bend over to remove Nikki's bass from the case. | walk over to his amp and plug it in. 
l'm trying to remember everything that Nikki had told me. One was take no shit off Vince. Well | know that 
Nikki would never let a comment like that just ride. No Nikki would say something sarcastic or start a fight. Ok 
"What song Nikki?" Mick asks. 

"What the fuck does it matter?! They're all the fucking same!" Vince shouts. 

Wow, Vince is starting to remind me of Axl. Ok, | know | should say something about that. Tommy and Mick 
both look at me like they're waiting for Nikki to skitz out. But | don't know what to fucking say! Like not one 
word comes to mind right now. Ok, actions.. | can do something. Actions speak louder than words, right? | sit 


Nikki's bass in the stand and calmly walk towards Vince. He's just staring at me challengingly. | take Nikki's leg 


and snake it around Vince's. He loses his balance and | come down over him. | reach into Nikki's boot and snap 


open his switchblade. | slam it down into the floor next to Vince's head. He draws in a breath and just has this 
shocked look on his face. 


"l hear by call quiet time motherfucker!" | shout in his face, "you don't like it, get the fuck out!" 

He doesn't utter one word. | jerk Nikki's knife out of the floor and get up off Vince. | walk back over to Nikki's 
bass feeling fucking good. | totally didn't take Vince's shit! Wow! That was so awesome! | fucking feel alive! It 
takes all | have to not let the smile cross my face. | grab the bass like I'm pissed and throw the strap across 
my neck. "Wild Side," | say and wait for Tommy to count it off. 

So the rest of rehearsal is pretty fucking quiet with the exception of me saying what song is next and Tommy 
counting them off. Everything is going perfect actually. After rehearsal Tommy comes up to me thrusting a 
bottle of Jack into my hand. | take it and turn it up the way Nikki does. Tommy's brows slightly furrow as he 
looks at me. "So..like who are you dude?" 

| slightly chuckle, "What the fuck are you saying T-Bone?" 

lm saying, who the fuck are you? Nikki wouldn't have been like that with Vince. He would have bitched for an 
hour and maybe started a cat fight, but what you did? And the way you play..who the fuck are you? Where's 
Nikki? Did he pay you to..” 


"| don't know what the fuck you're talking about," | shrug putting Nikki's bass back into the case. Oh fuck he's 


on to mel Tommy knows! 


"Last Friday night we went to the Cathouse, what was the name of the bitch who blew you in the back room?" 
Tommy questions folding his arms across his chest. | try to get by him and he blocks my path. 


"Like | remember," | say trying to dismiss it. 
Like you could fucking forget! You made a huge deal about it," Tommy emphasises with his arms. 


I'm out of here," | throw a hand up and pick up the bass case. Just make a quick getaway! Just Push past 
this skinny motherfucker and get the fuck out of here! 


"Her name was fucking Tommie! And another thing, Nikki's right handed." 


| quickly look at him. Shit he fucking knows! What do | tell him? | could punch him! Yeah, punch him and run! 


Shit | knew. his would never work! 
"I just want to know where Nikki is. Is he ok?" Tommy nervously says. 


| sigh. Fuck it's no use, "He's fine..well sorta," | look at him, "You should just come with me and | can show you." 


"Show me what?! Yo, who the fuck are you dude?!" He shouts. 


| grab his arms, "Fucking quiet, | can explain on the way." | lead him outside to Nikki's corvette. "Two nights ago 
Nikki ran into Axl, Izzy and myself. Something happened and Nikki and | traded souls or bodies or something.’ 
"Dude! You still haven't said who the fuck you are!" 


"lim Duff! Duff McKagan!" 


"Well that explains the playing," Tommy nods, "Nikki can hardly play." 


My Best Friend 


My Best Friend 

Nikki's POV 

| was bored off my ass and drinking enough fucking vodka to become Russian. Slash is watching some 
infomercial about getting hooked on phonics. Don't ask me, | already know how to read. His pet boa constrictor, 
Clyde, is wrapping itself around my ankle. | try to kick it off, but come on, its a fucking boa constrictor. Its job 
is to wrap itself around its food, squeeze the life out of it, and eat it whole. Look snake, I'm not your next 
fucking meal. Got that? Keep squeezing my leg and I'll be eating you tonight. God knows these Gunner fucks 
could use a meal. 

What the fuck was taking Duff so long at rehearsals? Probably some unforseen problem with Vince. Probably 
had to wait an hour on him to show up. But then, there is that slight chance that my band mates discovered 
that | wasn't me. If that's the case Duff's probably tied up and being interrogated. Worst possible scenario, 
they killed him and threw his ass in a canyon. But realistically, Vince wouldn't want to get his hands dirty, Mick 


would rather torture, and Tommy would probably wait for my orders. 


Finally, just as the infomercial is starting over again the door opens. | look up and see my body come in, 


followed very close by Tommy. What the hell was Tommy doing here? Great, Duff blew it. 
Duff shrugs my shoulders at me, "He knew something was up man," he says. 

"What you stood too straight didn't you?" | roll my eyes. 

"No it wasn't that. | took the Jack with my left hand," Duff says looking at me and shrugging. 
"Dude!" Tommy says with his normal enthusiasm, "Is it really you?" 

"Yes," | sigh hearing Duff's voice. 


"What was the name of the stripper the other night?" Tommy ask just double checking to make sure that it 


really really is me. 
So | guess Tommy still needs more proof. "Tommie," | say rather dully. 
"Dudel It is youll" He throws his arms around Duff's body. 
"Yes, now get the fuck off me," | say shoving him off me. 


"Dude! What the fuck happened? | mean.why the fuck is Duff you and you him?" Tommy curiously asks. 


‘Its not just them," Axl says in Izzy's voice. "Me and Izzy too," he motions at them both. 


"So how did it happen?" Tommy again asks. Duff fills him in on all the details as | sit and swill vodka. | think I'm 
starting to like this shit. "So can this be fixed?" Tommy then asks me. 


"Well we talked to witches and Voo Doo people. They say that if we learn our lessons that the spell should be 


reversed," | sigh. 

"What lessons?" Tommy asks. 

"Well | think for me and Izzy it's getting sober. It's a lot easier in Duff's body since he wasn't a user. But I'm 
taking on his habits now. Look at me, | never drink vodka, but because Duff's body wants it, well | just can't 
seem to get enough of it." 

"So what does Duff and Axl have to learn from this?" Tommy looks over Duff's face with me inside. 

"We don't know yet," Axl softly says in Izzy's demure voice. 


"But what about recording?" Tommy then says, "We go into the studio next week!" 


"Well, we have two options. Either | tell Mick, Vince, management, engineers, and basically the whole goddamn 


world..or Duff stands in as me," | tell him. 
"We're recording soon too," Axl says, "And we are NOT going in the studio with Nikki as our bassist!" 
| roll my eyes, "So you're ready to tell the world that you're actually in Izzy's body?" 


Axl and Izzy just stare at one another. Izzy breaks the staring by asking in Axls voice, "Uh Axe, I'm not the 


singer." 

"As long as you're stuck in my body | guess you are," Axl replies. 

"Okso should | teach you guitar now or later?" Izzy shrugs. 

Axl just sighs and runs his hand through Izzy's hair. Shits been a little tense here all day. Axl and Duff are 
feeling withdrawals. And me and Izzy are feeling great but have to baby our sick bodies. | could really use 

some pussy. In fact, we all could. "I say we go down to the Cathouse, pick up some chick and get our ducks 
wet." 


"You mean each other's dicks?" Duff sighs. 


"I can't, | have a girlfriend,” Axl sighs, "And Izzy's not fucking some skank in my body!" 


"Oh you'd rather | fuck your girlfriend" Izzy asks Axl with raised eyebrows. 

"Over your dead body!" Axl cuts izzys eyes up at him. 

"Would you prefer he jack off your dick?" Duff asks in my voice. 

"| already tried that with yours," | smirk at Duff, "I couldn't get past the fact that it's your dick’ 
"Ok, | will go to the Cathouse and pick up a chick," Duff nods. 


"Yeah, me too," | nod, "You two can do whatever you two decide on we're out of here," | say and Duff and 


Tommy gladly follow. 


Stray Cat Strut 


Stray Cat Strut 
Duff's POV 


We go to the Cathouse and Tommy and Nikki are just throwing around cash. All the girls in the place are giving 
us extra attention in hope of scoring some of the cash. Our drinks come faster than we can even drink them. 
This is the first time I've ever felt like a rock star. It's fucking awesome. | wish the guys were here to see 


this shit. Slash and Stevie would definitely be into it. H's like we're the only guys here. 


Towards the end of the evening Nikki and Tommy had picked out a few girls each to take back to Nikki's place. 
So | get myself two chicks that looked like they could have been sisters. Maybe they are, but | don't ask. We 
get back to Nikki's and all go into separate bedrooms. The possible sisters start slowly undressing me and 

kissing me. This is the first time I've ever been with two girls at the same time. | don't know how this works 


but l'm damn sure about to find out how it works! 


I'm then treated to the sight of the possible sisters making out. Holy shit! This is the best night of my life! 
For once being Nikki is paying off! | seriously doubt that | would have been able to get two possible sisters into 
a threesome if | weren't in Nikki's body. But he managed by being in mine. Maybe | could have but | would have 
probably never thought to do such. But I'm Nikki, fuck what anybody thinks, they can just blame it on Nikki 
Hummm, but that works both ways. | hope he doesn't do anything with my body to make it reflect badly on 


me. 
Nikki's POV 


If you've never gotten a blow job from two chicks at the same time then you should. | highly recommend it. | 
can't help but notice how much | get turned out without the presence of heroin coursing through my entire 
body. Its like every sensation is heightened. Its Nike this is all new to me or something. And then, without 
warning | start to cum in one of their mouths. Wow that's weird. But she doesn't complain. And since Duff's 
dick doesn't go down the other chick mounts me like a saddle and starts riding the shit out of me. 


The other starts licking my balls while the other rides me. | can't believe how different things feel in Duff's 
body. Or maybe it's just the lack of heroin Usually | have trouble getting it up. My orgasms usually get 
delayed. On smack | can fuck for hours. All night long even. But when you take the heroin out of the 


occasion.well it's just really different. It's almost new and exciting. 


About a minute in | feel Duffs dick starting to cum again. What the fuck?! Why am | cumming again? This isn't 
me! | never get off twice in less than ten minutes! My own dick wouldn't dream of doing this to me, | don't 
care if | never did heroin! | don't cum this fast! This has to be Duff's problem, it certainly isn't mine! At least 


his cock is still up and ready for more. Surely after cumming so fast twice that | can find some stamina now. 


Duff's POV 


Shit, I've been going at it for hours! I've never fucked like this in my life! This is the coolest shit ever! I'm like 
a fucking stallion tonight! Maybe it has something to do with the heroin. Maybe it's just Nikki's body, | don't 
know, but whatever it is it's fucking awesome! The possible sisters don't complain one bit. Wow this is so much 


cooler in Nikki's body! | wonder if he's having this much fun in mine? 

Nikki's POV 

Three strikes and I'm out. I'm fucking out?! What the fuck is wrong with me?! | never even got around to 
fucking the second chick! Is this some sort of cruel joke? Why the fuck did this happen to me? I'm a total 
loser! The two girls just get dressed and leave. Now l'm all alone and trying to figure out where this all went 
wrong. That wasn't me, wasnt my dick or my body, not that | can explain that to the two girls leaving. Oh well, 
they think I'm Duff, so fuck it: 

No. No no no! | can't just let this shit slide. | jump up in Duffs naked skin and March across the hall where 
Duff is in my body. | throw open the door. He's got a chick on my dick and one on my face. He looks like he's 
enjoying being me. | would enjoy being me too if | was such a premature ejaculator! What a disgrace he is to a 
perfectly good hard on. Now he's fucking these two like a rock star with MY dick! 

"What the fuck is wrong with your dick?!" | shout and three sets of shocked eyes look up. 

"Man what the fuck are you talking about?" Duff asks in my own voice. 

"You know exactly what l'm talking about Speedy Gonzales!" | yell at him pointing down at his dick. 

"N..nothing.." He shrugs at me. 

"Nothing is right! | had more fucking stamina when | was twelvel!" | yell. 

"Could we maybe talk about it later?" Duff asks motioning my head slightly at the two girls he's with. 

"Nol" | snap and grab one by the wrist and jerk her off the bed. "Get your shit and get out!" | point at the 
door, "You too," | point at the other girl. They grab their shit and scurry out the door. | glare at my body on 
the bed. 

"Nikki.why the fuck did you get rid of them?! | didn't even get to cum yet!" He shouts at me in anger. 

"Well tough titty! | did! Three times in less than half a fucking hour! Care to tell me why?!" 


Duff shrugs my shoulders, "I figured it would take longer with you in my body. I'm sorry. | didn't know it would 


be a problem." 


| growl. | wanted to beat the shit out of him, | really did. But that would just fuck up my body. At least those 
chicks think I'm Duff. He gave himself a bad name with that quick draw bullshit of his. It's his problem, not 
mine. Goddamnit! Where's the fucking Vodka? 


Get Down Tonight 


Get Down Tonight 

Axis POV 

Izzy and | were the only ones at home when Erin got home. Duff and Nikki had gone with Tommy down to the 
Cathouse. Slash and Steven went out to score. Erin smiles at Izzy thinking it's me. She collapses down on his lips 
and gives him a huge kiss. My eyes go wide with Izzy's surprise. He just sorta holds his hands up not knowing 
what to do. | just roll his eyes and bite his tongue. 

When Erin releases his lips he just clears his throat, "Well hello to you too sugar.” 

"We were kinda talking about something important," | butt in. 


Erin looks at me, "Oh come on Izzy, you've had him all day." 


"Yeah Izzy," he smiles at me, "You've had me all day. It's my baby's turn," he says wrapping his arms around 


her again kissing her in a very vulgar kind of way. 

| narrow my eyes at him. He's lucky I'm high right now or I'd mop the floor with his ass. He's just doing this 
because | declared no sex for either of us until we get back into our own bodies. Now he wants to piss me off 
by making out with my girlfriend! He knows that | can't do shit about it right now. But if he doesn't stop 
kissing my girlfriend all bets are fucking off! That fucking bastard. 

"Erin," | say, "Erin." but they're both ignoring me. She never gets all into my kisses that way, what gives? 

Izzy twists my lips into a sarcastic smile and smirks at me as Erin starts sucking on his ear. | just narrow his 
eyes at him and scowl. "I think Izzy's feeling left out honey," he chuckles. | continue to just glare at him 
hatefully. 


"Izzy can leave and go find a girl to shack up with," Erin dismissively flicks her wrist at me and kisses Izzy 


again. 


| can hear Izzy moaning and | see Erins hand grab him over my jeans. Ok. Enough enough already! This shit has 


to stop. "I don't know," | say, "Axl said he didn't mind sharing, | mean | am his best friend after all." 
"What?!" They both look at me in shock. 
"Well that's what you said Axe," | glare at Izzy. 


Erin raises her eyebrows and looks at Izzy, "You told him what?!" 


My mouth gapes and Izzy doesn't have a clue what to say. "l.. |.no. No | never said that!" 


"Oh come on Axe, you said she'd be into it," | say with a big smile on Izzy's face. Yeah motherfucker, now 
what? 


Then, out of nowhere Erin smacks the shit out of my face and pushes herself off Izzy's lap, my lap. She 
storms out the door slamming it shut behind her. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?!" He shouts at me in my own voice. 
"You think l'm just gonna let you grope my girlfriend in front of me?! Fuck youl!" 


"| was just fucking with youl Now you've pissed her off and left it to me to clean up your fucking mess! Fuck 


youll" He yells back. 
"You wish," | mutter under his breath. 


The next thing | know he's grabbing his arms with my hands. He throws me onto the floor and straddles his 
chest pinning me to the floor. This normally went the other way with me pinning him to a floor. At least it 
looks right to anyone who might see. | look up at him trying to read through my own expressions. Its not 
anger, it's not anything spiteful at all. Confusion would be acceptable but it isn't even that. Its not worry. What 


does this look mean? Is it a reaction to whatever look | may be giving him? 


Then Izzy slowly starts to move my face closer to his. My expression never once falters. My instinct is to 
back away, but I'm already on my back on the floor with nowhere to back away to. | try to get him off me 
but trapped in Izzy's body, l'm not as strong as I'm used to. Izzy has my strength now and he is holding me 
down with my own muscular legs. What is he doing? Why is he getting closer and closer? 


Then it happens. Izzy presses my lips to his own. He quickly uses my hands to stabilize his head so that | can't 
move it. | have no choice but to take this. | try to make his lips as stiff as possible to refuse this awkward 
kiss. But Izzy's will is stronger than his lips. | feel my tounge gently go between his lips. My resolve breaks as | 
try to ponder what was happening. And while I'm busy trying to wrap my head around it his mouth just 


surrenders to mine which l'm not controlling. 

| just couldn't comprehend why he was kissing me. | might be in another body but it's a guy! Why is he doing 
this? Then a flash of being on my back on the sidewalk pops into my head. | see myself looking down at me in 
utter panic. "Axl | love you.” That was what he said to me in my own voice, Axl | love you. Finally Izzy releases 
me and the look on my face is unchanged. 


"Do you get it now?" He asks softly in my voice, "I don't want your fucking girlfriend” 


And | can't think of a single thing to say. All | can do is lay motionlessly on the floor in perplexed shock. Izzy 


raises my weight off of him and just looks down at me. | should speak but no words will form on his tongue. 


"There, now you know my secret Axe, my big secret the VooDoo guy mentioned. Now you know what | told you 


on that sidewalk. So what's your secret? Your thing to overcome so we can just get our own bodies back?" 


What? | can think but | can't talk Izzy, my best friend, was in love with me? How in living hell is that possible? 
In love with me? It was a preposterous notion. In love with me, what the fuck was he talking about? He can't 
be in love with me. It's just not possible. Its improbable. It's reckless. It's just plain moralistically wrong! The 
very idea of it.in love with me? What gives him the right to love me? Nobody ever loves me. It's just not 


possible. This would all be funny in some parallel universe. 


Blue Monday 


Blue Monday 
Izzy's POV 


I'd say he was more shocked than anything. How could he not be after | drop a bomb on him like that? People 
just don't tell you every day that they're in love with you. For guys like me and Axl, they say it even less. My 
confession was probably the last thing he ever expected to hear from me. He did afterall think | was straight. 
Now he's reevaluating and asking himself what he missed. Had | in fact, always loved him? Or was | just saying 


this now as some desperate attempt to get us back into our own bodies? 


He can't even get up off the floor. He's just staring at me with my own face. | don't think that | even 
understand the look on my own face. | know that there's no need to say anything else. I've said plenty already. 
Too much. | should just leave. He tends to figure things out better when he's alone. At least he's not 
pissed..well at least | think he's not pissed. He might be irate when he comes up off the floor. Yeah, leaving 
might be the wisest thing to do. 


"IIl leave," | say and turn for the door. 


"You'll leave?" | hear my voice ask from the floor. "You tell me your biggest secret is that you love me? Now 


you just think you can leave?!" 


| just shrug his shoulders, "I don't know what else to do." Shit. "I don't know what else you want me to say 


Axe," | hang his head. 


"Well, you can start with when you decided that you're in love with me," he said slowly raising my body up off 
the floor. 


That question could more easily be answered by telling him a time when | wasn't in love with him. I'd loved him 
all along. From day one | loved him. It took me years to be able to accept it. God knows | fought it. It was never 
my plan to love him, but somehow that's the hand | got dealt. "What's it matter?" | sigh and push his hair out 
of my eyes. 


"Considering that it just might be one of the keys to get us back in our own bodies, I'd say it's pretty fucking 


relevant,” he furrows my own eyebrows at me. "Just answer me. How long?" 
"Fuck... | don't know. | haven't exactly been counting the days. A long time. Since Indiana," | say. 
"We were just kids." 


| nod. I'm aware we were just kids. | know we didn't know anything about the world. But there's no point in 


denying it. | loved him then and | love him now. "I'm sorry," | say because | don't know what else to say to him. 
But I'm not sorry. Not in the least. | could never regret what | feel for him. It was probably the only thing 
that | knew without a shadow of a doubt. It doesn't even matter to me that he could never feel the same. It 


felt so good to get that weight off my shoulders. 


"You're sorry? That's all you have to say? You're sorry?!" He asks getting louder and louder. "How am | 


supposed to feel about this Izzy?!" 


"Feel whatever you want Axl, it doesn't matter. | said my big secret. I'm in love with my best friend. | don't 
care if you understand that or not. Its not important if you feel the same. Even if you hate me now, it's 
irrelevant. | have held that secret in for years. | had to say it. | had to say it for me. | had to say it for us! 
Don't you want your fucking body back so you can fuck your goddamn girlfriend?!" | shout at him. His voice 


gets so much louder and serious sounding than my own. 


And he just stands there silently. | can see my hands shaking but he doesn't even breathe. | know my body's 
craving a fix, but he doesn't seem to realize it. He almost looks a little worried. I'm not really sure why. Maybe 
he's worried because | lay it all out in the sake of returning our bodies to their rightful owners. Maybe he 
doesn't know what his secret and thing to overcome is. Maybe he fears that I'll get my body back and he 


wont. 
"So.. You're gay?" He softly asks staring at the floor. 


"Gay? No. l'm not gay..not completely. | like fucking chicks just fine. But | also like fucking guys sometimes. | 


guess l'm bi or whatever. Fuck, what's it matter?" | feel agitation creep under my.. Axl's skin 
"Izzy... |." 


"Like | said Axl, your feelings on this matter just don't matter. This is how | feel. | do have feelings you know. 
And they're mine and mine alone. I'm not sorry at all. | won't take it back. I'm in love with you. Fucking deal with 
it or don't. Beat my ass if you think your homophobic pride has been assaulted Just don't stand there and say 
we can't be together, that we can't feel that way about each other. | know all that already. Nothing you can 


say or do can change anything!" 


"No, you're right," he almost whispers and nods. "It's just.it's all really sudden for me. | mean.. | had no idea.. | 
would have never thought that you..that you could." he shakes my head and tries very hard to find the right 


words to say to me. 


Truth is, there are no right or wrong words right now. | said the words my soul had been crying out for 
years. Now its his turn to listen to his own soul. My fucking work here is done. Hello, my name is izzy, and I'm 
an addict and hopelessly in love with my best friend. There. That's all there is to me. That's my thing to 


overcome and my deepest darkest secret. 


"l. | gotta get out of here," He says and pushes past me. | let him go because | know that if | try to detain 


him he will just start a fight with me. | don't want to fight with him. | just want to be back in my own skin 
because being in his just hurts too much. All feelings feel more real. His body lacks heroin. Right now | really 
wanted to anesthetize the thoughts rolling around in my head. | want it all to just melt away and become just 
a state of being. Maybe that's selfish, maybe it's bad for me, but l'm too ill equipped to deal with this kind of 
shit. 


The Bear Went Over The Mountain 


The Bear Went Over The Mountain 
Steven's POV 


| remember when | was a kid | used to see the other kids and wish | could be them. | wanted to be anybody 
that had it better than me. But | knew that it wasn't possible. But now my friends have actually somehow done 
exactly that. Yeah it was some strange VooDoo curse that Nikki accidentally cast on them, but they had 
actually done what | dreamed of doing my whole childhood. | wish | would have been there to know what it's 


like. 


But | watch them and | notice that they seem to be struggling in different bodies. For starters Axl and Duff 
aren't junkies, but they switched souls with people who were. Now it's Duff and Axl that are learning more 
about addiction than they probably cared to know. It must suck for them, especially when they aren't used to 


it. | would be pretty pissed off if | were either of them. But somehow it seems to just be mildly discomforting 
to Duff and almost humbling to Axl. 


All four of them seem pretty adamant about getting back into their own bodies. Nikki and Izzy naturally seem 
to be handling the situation better than Duff and Axl, but for obvious reasons. It's literally painless for them. 
They're free of their vices. They don't wake up dopesick. For the first time in years they know what it's like to 
wake-up without pain. | can tell Nikki really likes that. With Izzy it's hard to ever know what he's thinking, in 
any body. 


The VooDoo man told them that they had things to overcome, that they all had secrets. And they're all 
running around trying to figure out what those things are for each of them. But they seemed to not hear the 
part where he said that they had to learn from each other. Thats part of my theory but no one wants to 
hear it. | think that the things to overcome and the secrets is more a personal matter. Like if they can 
identify those things about themselves then they can better learn from this experience. | think the true 
source of it all is basically the same as when | was a kid wishing to be someone else. | think that inside each 


has secretly wished to be like some attribute they found in the other. 


For instance, Izzy being fed up with being a junkie, tired of the bitching, wished he could be like Axl who never 
gets addicted to anything. And Axl, no matter how much he complains about Izzy, actually admires him 
because he always knows what he wants. With Nikki | think he likes how it feels to be sober. And Duff, well | 
think Duff likes the power Nikki has, that arrogant sureness. 


Anyhow, they think they're on this big quest to overcome things and reveal secrets, but | think it's far more 
simple than that. | think they're supposed to learn from one another. | think its to fill some void their souls 
have. Something that they need to explore and experience. Something that they wouldn't have the opportunity 
to experience in their own bodies. It all seemed to just make sense to me. | tried to tell them but they told me 


to shut up. And maybe I'm wrong, who knows? 


My thoughts get broken by the front door slamming. | can hear Duff's voice yelling about being humiliated. 
Well something surely has Nikki's ass on fire. | can only assume some mishap from being in Duff's body. | can 
hear Duff trying to explain with Nikki's voice. But Nikki is too riled up to hear any of it. Then | hear Izzy's voice 
yelling at them to shut up. | don't think | can ever get used to hearing Izzy yell. Nor will | get used to Axl being 
laid back. 


| hear a tap at my window and look up. | see Axl and | know that it's actually Izzy. | cross over to the window 
and open it. Izzy climbs in with a sigh. "Thanks Popcorn’ 


“Something wrong with the front door?" | ask him. 


"Yeah, Axl's down there. | just don't want to deal with him right now," he explains. "I just want to..to disappear. | 
want to get high..but | know | shouldn't." 


"Did something happen?" | ask him. 
He just shrugs Axl's shoulders. "It doesn't matter. Just bullshit." 
"What? Are you two fighting?" 


"Not exactly," he shakes Axl's head. "I said something | probably shouldn't have. I'm just going to sneak to my 
room and deal with this shit tomorrow." 


Downstairs the yelling continues. Then we hear glass breaking. "Do you think they need a referee?" | ask. 
"No, Nikki and Axl just like to yell," he sighs. 
"| guess this soul swapping business is hard on every body, huh?" | say. 


Izzy just nods Axl's head. "I just hope that when it's over we can all be friends still. 


Fight For Your Right 


Fight For Your Right 
Duff's POV 


Jesus Christ, | have never seen Nikki so pissed off before! | don't even know what he's making such a huge 
deal about. | mean he got off like three time, what the fuck is wrong with that? Sounds like it was all good to 
me! I'm the one who got jerked away with blue balls. Nikki is currently sitting in the corner with a bottle of 
vodka giving me an evil eye. | don't say any though. He's already told everyone that l'm a preejaculator! | didn't 


want him to embarrass me further. 


Tommy shows up then asking where the fuck we disappeared to. Nikki just hurls the bottle of vodka at me. | 
manage to get up and jump out of the way somehow and it shatters against the wall. "I fucking HATE vodka!" 
He shouts. 


"Dude, here," Slash says and extends his bottle of Jack out to Nikki. | watch my hand grab it. Then he turns 
the bottle up and pours it down my throat. But he doesn't look quenched. 


"Who the fuck taught you how to fuck!" He screams at me 


| just stand there with his head hung. But maybe | shouldn't have taken my eyes off Nikki. Before | even know 
what's happening in punched in Nikki's jaw and his back lands flat on the floor. My own hands are wrapped 
around Nikki's throat which | unfortunately need to breathe. I'm thrashing around and pushing at him but he's 


locked on me. | frantically look around for someone to fucking help me but nobody's moving! 


"Man, what did you do to Nikki?” Tommy asks bending down over me, but he doesn't make one move to help 


me. Great, his fellow Terror Twin, he's not gonna help me. He's gonna take Nikki's side as usual! 


"Hey, he can't breathe! Look how fucking red he is!" Slash calls out and tries to grab my arm which Nikki is 
using to fucking strangle himself! 


"Fucking good!" Nikki shouts and just peers right into his own eyes. Man he has my face looking fucking 
demented! My goddamn eyes are black! He's pissed! And he's gonna fucking kill me if someone doesn't get him 
the fuck off me! 

"What the fuck is going on?!" | hear Izzy's voice say as Axl walks in the front door. 


"| dunno," Slash shrugs, "Nikki's trying to kill Duff” 


"Why? What did Duff do to him?" Axl then asks walking over for a better view of the situation | didn't do 
anything to this psychol! Helpl! 


"Hl tell you what the fuck he did," my own voice growls, "He neglected to tell me that he has the stamina of a 
fucking virgin!" 


"Who the fuck cares," Axl sighs sounding like Izzy. 

"Well probably Duff since Nikki's choking him out," Slash says with a dangling cigarette and scratching his head. 
These fuckers are being a little blasé about this shit! Nikki is killing me! | see spots in my vision My face feels 
like it's on fucking fire! 

"He fucking humiliated me!" Nikki booms in my most irate tone. 

"When those chicks did think you were Duff," Tommy shrugs. 


"Be logical Nikki, they think you're Duff," Slash notes. 


"Yeah well it wasn't Duff! It was fucking me! And I'm a good fucking lay normally! This isn't how | act in the 
sack!" He yells choking me still 


"Granted," Axl reasons and in Izzy's voice he sounds so calm when he's usually so high strung. "But | can't let 


you kill my fucking bassist” 


"Yeah Nikki, think about what you're doing," Slash nods. "If you kill Duff you'll be killing your own body? If you 


have no body then it means you have to be Duff all the time! You'll never be yourself again!" 


But | don't think Nikki even heard him. He's dead set on killing my ass! What if Slash is right? If Nikki kills me he 
can't get his body back, nor would | get mine. 


"Enough of this," Axl says reaching for a lamp. He raised it above his head and hurled it down into Nikki's..my 
head. But the fucking thing just breaks and Nikki never fucking moves or loosens his grip on me. "Fucking let 
him go!" Izzy's voice yells as he tries to pull Nikki off me by grabbing my blonde hair. He pulls back until my 
head is looking up at the ceiling. "Fucking let him go motherfucker!" 


Nikki just shoves himself to my feet and stands above him. Just to be an asshole he kicks me in his ribs. "Fuck 


you McKagan!" You better stay the FUCK out of my way from here on out!" 
"Come on Nikki," Tommy says, "let's get the fuck out of here." 


Nikki let's Tommy take him from the house while | gasp and hold my throat trying to catch my fucking breath. 


Holy shit! | sure hope Tommy can manage to calm Nikki down. 


On With The Show 


On With The Show 
Nikki's POV 


So the Gumers are scheduled to play this big festival thing in San Jose. I've been practicing the songs but the 
bass lines are so much different from what l'm used to. Duff plays a bass almost like it were a rhythm 

guitar. A lot of it is pretty hard. l'm totally gonna need a cheat sheet on the stage floor. I've also been working 
on the way Duff moves onstage. Not that it matters, they're a new band and virtually unheard of. So naturally 


| don't have his act down. It's not like Crue that is world wide. It's a local gig. 


So we get to the venue an hour late because Axl couldn't get his shit together. He did manage to come up 
with a good idea to be Izzy. He's gonna pretend and pose and Izzy guitar tech will actually be playing Izzy's 
parts from back stage. Izzy though is shitting brick about being the singer. We did a dry run and it sounded 
like Axl He could hold the long notes and everything. You literally couldn't tell the difference. But Izzy refuses 
to run around on the stage like a chicken with his head cut off, the way Axl does. Its gonna be an interesting 


night. 

‘Izzy what the fuck are you wearing Izzy," Axl asks him because he's in his own clothes. 
"You have no sense of fashion," Izzy sighs combing through Axl's red hair. 

"Then put on a fucking T-shirt or something. Its important that you look like me." 

"Nikki, you should rip off the hem of that shirt," Duff says, "I show my stomach alot 


| just shrug and start ripping. | have no problem showing off someone else's body. Fuck | might flop his cock 
out during the encore. | get on stage and just lose myself. There's just something sexy about thousands of 
people singing words you wrote. Unfortunately, haven't written a single song I'm playing tonight. | might suck 
and completely feel like a fish out of water or something. 


So our turn to play comes. Everyone starts setting shit up for us. Then we ascend up a flight of stairs to the 
stage. The fucking sun is setting and it's glow is right in our fucking eyes. Great. Then the music starts to 
welcome to the jungle. | watch Izzy nervously walk up to the mic. He glances back at Axl who is doing a pretty 
good job of looking like Izzy. Izzy's hands grip the mic. He draws in a huge breath and screams into the mic. 


"You know where the fuck you are???lll" 
| must say, I'm pretty impressed with Izzy. | watch as he starts singing to the audience. They aren't a very 


lively bunch. They're like talking among themselves. They're hitting up the bathrooms and concession stands. 
They're doing everything possible to not fucking watch the stage. This pisses me off actually. | m used to a 


fuss being made over me. Ignoring me is something | hate. | haven't been ignored in years! 


Izzy has to be the most boring front man in the entire industry. He's just standing there holding the mic and 
singing. The singing is fine and all, but he's just not making me believe what he's saying. There's no emphasis, no 
body language, not even a sway. The show is fucking boring. | m playing a boring fucking show. | can't be on this 
stage with the crowd ignoring me. | grab a beer bottle and hurl it out into the crowd. This gets an entire 


section looking at me. It's an improvement but l'm still not satisfied. 

Between song | rush backstage and grab a bottle of lighter fluid. | never go anywhere without it because | 
never know when my Zippo might run out of fluid. Being a junkie pays off in this case. | spray the fluid down 
the legs of Duff's pants and light myself on fire. | run back out on the stage just as the bass line starts. Now 
people are fucking looking in amazement. | just rock out on Duffs bass with a shit eating grin plastered to my 
face. The guys all look at me like I'm crazy but they go with it. 

When we come off the stage Duff is backstage signing autographs to all the people who think he's me. But 
when he sees me he starts pushing his way over to me. "Man, that was my best pair of fucking pants! Look 
what you did to them! Theyre all melted and bubbled!" 

"So I'll buy you a new pair," | shrug, "It's not like they're real leather or anything." 

Then Axl approaches me in Izzy's skin. "What the fuck was that?" 

"Theatrics," | say, "I had to get the crowd to pay attention somehow." 


"We let the fucking music speak for itself. And your bass playing could use some work. Maybe worry more 
about that than trying to get attention. We aren't about entertainment to gain attention” 


"What's the big deal?" | shrug Duffs shoulders, "It was a good gig. By the last song they were bobbing their 
heads." 


"Just chill with the fire, ok? We aren't into pyrotechnics." 


| roll Duff's eyes, "Whatever. It's not like | care about your stupid band anyway." 


The Needle And The Spoon 


The Needle And The Spoon 
Slash's POV 


Everyone has been pretty distant today. Nikki's out with Tommy because Tommy had to drag him away before 
he killed Duff in his body. | caught bits and pieces of the issue between them. Nikki did his best to embarrass 
the fuck out of Duff, but | think he was more troubled by the embarrassed it brought him. Nikki was fucking 
livid. Tommy said the only way to calm him was to get him drunk and assault some strippers or hookers. So 


that's what they set off to do. 


Stevie was out on some covert mission he wouldn't tell me about. Most likely he's just out scoring. Stevie's 
brain has two functions, drums and drugs. He says Hes going out for pussy, but pussy has taken a back seat 
to smack. | believe ive been there a time or two. | know exactly what it's like. Nothing's better than smack. And 


when you're locked into a serious drug bend everything else is pointless. It holds no appeal or relevance. 


Axl is just staying to himself locked in his room like a fucking hermit. Well, for Axl! guess that's not exactly 
out of the norm. But he's quite. He's grown distant, even in the presence of Izzy. Izzy and Axl had always been 
tight. School hood friends since fourteen. They got each other, kinda like me and Stevie. They were a package 
deal. | remember wanting Axl to sing in a band | had before guns. | hadn't wanted Izzy, but you couldn't have 
one without the other. They were a package deal 


But it wasn't just Axl that was distant. Izzy was hardly speaking at all. If he could avoid us all together he 
would. Like Axl, he seems distant. | mean Izzy always is, but this was just different from from his normal 
aversion to attention | can't shake the feeling that something's going down with them. But none of us will dare 


to ask One thing we've learned is to not get into the middle of a fight between Izzy and Axl. 


But now | needed to go get Izzy out of the sanctuary of him room so we could get to rehearsals. So | tap at 
his door and hear nothing, maybe he's napping. | pound louder and call out his name. The door unlatches 
because if you don't slam it good it doesn't shut. So | poke my head in the door. | see Izzy right away. Axls 
body is slumped down into the night stand. His legs spread out in front of him. His head droops so low it's 
almost touching his chest. Oh shit. Izzy shot up in Axl's body. This won't be good if Axl finds out. 


So being Izzy's friend | decide to help him out before he's spotted by unfriendlies. | have over him and slap 
Axls cheek. I'd be lying if | said that | got a tiny bit of enjoyment out of slapping Axl. Izzy slowly starts to 


come around. | just keep calling his name until he says ‘what? 


"What the fuck are you thinking? You're supposed to refrain from drugs since Axl isn't a junkie. Nor does he 
want to be. | mean the guy is going through withdrawal because of you." 


"I didn't ask for any of this Slash," he mumbles as | help him off the floor. 


"But it's reversible, itll work out." 


"Bullshit! T told my secret. My body is getting clean and nothing has changed" He daggers at bit as he makes it 
to his feet. 


"You're totally trashed," | note. 

"Yeah, | noticed. Guess that's to be expected when you shoot up a non user." Izzy scratches his head slowly 
and speaks with a sedated drawl. Something that sounded especially strange coming from Axl. Axl was the 
shiftiest person you could ever meet, but calm just wasn't in his skill set. 

"Well, you can't go to rehearsal looking like this. We've gotta sober you up some. I'll see if Nikki or Duff are 
holding any coke," | say turning to go. Izzy does his best with his half lidded eyes and delayed reactions to get 


dressed. 


| managed to find some coke on a roadie. | went back to where izzy was finding him hovered over the toilet 


dry heaving. 
"| got a little coke, | say. 


He flushes the toilet and wipes his mouth. "Axls such a light fucking weight, he practically whispers as he 
tumbles down the hall. 


"I hope you pull off those high notes, you know what it does to Axls voice." Slash says watching me tie a 
bandanna around Axl's forehead. He then slips into a flannel shirt. 


"Just leave Axl to fucking me," Izzy says getting his mic stand adjusted. "I'll level him out with some coke. He'll 


be fine." 
"But what about you? Your voice isn't handled to take such a strain" 


"Fuck it. I'll do my best to be Axl, but that's just not fucking me," he sighs and pulls on shades to hide Axls 


eyes. 


Man In The Box 


Man In The Box 
Izzy's POV 


So Axl and | are on speaking terms at least. I'm actually rather surprised at how easily he took all this. Maybe 
its some side effect of being in my sedated body. Heroin certainly has its ways of taking savage beasts. | 
honestly expected a fucking fight. But he barely yelled. And it wasn't angry yells, they were pure shock. But 
now its cool as a fan, almost as if nothing ever happened. | should be satisfied with this. But I'm not. | didn't 
want it to be like this. | wanna talk about it, work through it. 


I'm not allowed to show the person | love that | love them. | have to stifle the feelings. | have to hold the 
emotions in me locked away in some dungeon. | can't be myself because Axl's not comfortable enough to deal 
with it. He knows he needs me for the band so he just wants to shove me in some box and take me out as 


needed. His perfect performing trained monkey. | got news for him, I'm not his fucking monkey! 


| mean, how the fuck is this fair to me? | have to live day in and day out with a love | dare not ever show or 
mention again But his majesty gets things to be exactly how he wants them to be. Don't my feelings fucking 
matter at all to him?! If we're still friends they should, right? What do | get out of any of this besides 
heartbreak? He makes me feel worthless and unwanted, rejected on so many levels. This is just far too much 


for me to deal with. | can't do this, | can't fucking do it. 


And | know how to fix it all. | have the power to numb it away. | can shoot up. My body's getting sober. This is 
Axls body. Axl doesn't seem to have the predisposition of an addictive personality. He won't get hooked. And it 
won't be like in my body. It won't take much to get me off. Then when | come down | won't go into withdrawal 


symptoms like | would in my own body. Fuck it, lm doing it. 


So | go up to my room and bring down a hidden stash on the inside ledge of my closet door. I've got my spoon, 
dope, cigarette lighter and a cigarette filter to use as cotton | sit it downon my night stand and bow down to 
the one | serve. A litte voice in my head tells me not to do it. But the voice that tells me | should is far 


louder. I'm sure its no surprise to you which one | listen to. 


| tap the fold of heroin until some drops into the spoon. | draw some water into a syringe from glass of water 
on my night stand. Its a mystery as to how long it's been there. It's not green so how bad can it be? | drop 
the droplets in a circle around the powder and stir it all together with a match. | carefully raise it to eye level 
and strike my lighter under it. It slowly boils and starts turning black on the outer edges. | carefully sit it back 
down and reach for a cigarette from my pack. | pull a chunk out of the filter with my teeth and drop it into 
the center of the spoon. Again | reach for the syringe. | start drawing in the dull amber liquid until the spoon 
is empty. | lay the syringe down again and quickly rip my belt off. | slide my arm in and lean back into my night 
stand. | reach above my head and feel for the syringe until | find it. | pull my belt tight and hold it in my teeth. 


| flex my muscle until | see a vein rise for the occasion. | glide the needle in better than any nurse or doctor 


could ever hope to do. | find my flashback of blood and slowly push down on the plunger my eyes flutter and 
my teeth let go of the belt. 


| weakly smile because this makes me feel impervious to pain. | don't care about Axl. | don't care that l'm 
humiliated. | don't care if | feel rejection. Fuck, | wouldn't care if we weren't even friends anymore. Im not locked 
in Axl's box anymore. Now I'm locked in one of my own making. But in my box everything is just ambivalent. 
There are no emotions weighing me down. There's no pain In fact, not a whole hell of a lot holds any fucking 


relevance at all. | have become comfortably numb locked away in my own impenetrable box. 


| just want to sit here and enjoy this euphoria until someone drags me away from it. It won't be hard to do 
locked in my room. Its not like Axl's gonna come looking for me. Slash and Stevie can give Axl my body's daily 
taper down shot. That way Axl won't have a fit that | put heroin in his precious veins. | really just want to get 


the fuck out of hell house today. I'm better when I'm alone. I'm not what you would call codependant. 


As | slump here reality just fades away into a black void my brain no longer recognizes. For a guy like me this 
is close to heaven as it gets for me. There's a strange melancholy feeling to feeling nothing at all. I'm in that 
place now and | never want to fucking leave here. If only every hour of every day could feel this carefree and 


blissful. 


More Than Words 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry guys, | fucked up the order a little. This chapter was supposed to actually be before the last chapter. 
Im posdingtwo the second will have things back on track. 


More Than Words 
Axls POV 


| just sit there and zone out while Izzy sticks a needle in my vein. | haven't said one word to him since his big 
confession. Fuck, what could | say? He's been staying out of my way all together. I'm surprised that he didn't 
try to subcontract out the duty of shooting his body up. | watch as he focuses my green eyes so intently on 
his arm to which | will get high. | don't get as high now because the dosage gets tapered down each day. It's 
enough to keep Izzy's body from going into withdrawal. But there's still some mild discomfort in the tapering 
off. But it's nothing | can't handle. 


I've been trying really hard to not think about Izzy's professions of undying love for me. | just can't think 
about it. Maybe I'm still in shock about it. Or maybe | just don't know how | feel about it. He's my best fucking 
friend. He's the only person who truly gets me. | don't want to lose that. But now there's this big cloud hanging 
above us. Izzy thinks that I'm just homophobic, but that's not it. Im not mad that Izzy swings both ways. In 
fact, the only thing | really feel right now is curiosity. 


| wonder what it's like to fuck a guy. I'm not gay, but it would be interesting to know what it's like. Not 
experiencing it, just hearing details about it. | guess | could break the glacier between us by asking. Who better 
to ask than my bisexual best friend? | swallow and feel how dry Izzy's throat is. He injects me and | feel the 
heroin spread through me. Izzy pulls the needle out and gazes at it longingly. Addiction isn't just a physical 
thing. It's very much mental too. While Izzy's not feeling that craving in my body, his mind still thinks about it. 


"How's getting sober feel?" | say. 


Izzy looks almost shocked that I'm speaking to him. "It's fine," he nods my head and looks down. But | saw the 
way he looked at that needle. 


"You're gonna have to do more onstage when you sing," | say changing the subject. 
‘lm not a front man Axe," he shakes my head. 


"You are for now so you better get used to it," | tell him 


"Why bother? Nikki was entertaining enough." 


| wish you would take this more seriously. We don't have a clue about how long we will be like this. It could be 


a long time. But we can't just throw in the towel. We've worked too hard to get to where we are." 
He just nods my head, "Yeah Axe, I'll try harder.” 
'Izzy.l'm curious.. what's it like to fuck another man?" 


My eyes dart up at me for a split second. | can see my ears turning bright red. Wow, I've embarrassed Izzy. 


"IFs like.tight pussy. And guys like it rougher than chicks do." 
"Sooo are you like the pitcher or the catcher?" 
My face gets even redder as Izzy focuses on my hands. "Depends. | like both." 


| just shake his head. "I can't believe you never told me. I've been your best friend for ten fucking years. How 


could | not know?" 
"Because I'm good at keeping secrets," is his reply. 
"Did you ever think that maybe you should have told me?" 


"Why? So you could freak out? Walk out? Run away? You can't stand being around me now. And if | would have 


told you from the beginning..well we most likely wouldn't be having this conversation ten years later." 

| guess he might have been right. | probably wouldn't have been his friend if he told me in the beginning. But 
we are friends. And | still want us to be friends. | didn't want this thing coming in-between us. "I'm not mad 
Izzy," | sigh, "I just never expected.it's. just...” 


"Sudden?" He asks finishing my sentence. 


"Yeah. Its just.. you've had a lot of time to get used to this. | have. Its a lot to take in man, no pun intended," | 


raise his eyebrows and smile. 
Izzy gives me my own smirk, "Ah ha, you've been checking out my dick haven't you?" 


"Well | am it's care taker afterall," | shrug his shoulders, "Bet you've done more than just check mine out, 


haven't you?" 
He chuckles softly, "Well you did lay the no sex rule.guys gotta release tension somehow, right?" 


"That's an image | so don't want in my head right now." 


"You mean my head?" He snorts. 


"Anybody's head," | clarify. Then | sigh, "We're still friends Izz. Just keep your hands to yourself.my hands to 


yourself" 

"Be logical Axe, | still gotta piss occasionally. Showers are a plus too," he says looking away. 
"Granted, but beyond that..that's it, agreed?" 

"Sure Axe," he nods. "So we're cool?" 

"Yeah, we're cool," | nod. 


And | did mean it, but there's all this shit swimming around my head. | don't even know what I'm thinking so 
hard about? Izzy being gay..or wondering if maybe | am too. | mean, how do you really know until you try it 
out? | mean let's think about the logistics for a moment.if | was ever going to try to have sex with a man 
that man would most likely be Izzy. | don't know or trust anyone else to let them do some weird shit to me. 
Maybe that's making it sound as if l'm open to fucking Izzy, but thats not what I'm saying. l'm saying if. If is a 
big word. And if it ever happened it would be with Izzy. 


Bad Obsession 


Bad Obsession 
Axl's POV 


I've realized something since I've been in Izzy's body. | really don't think that | care as much about things. | 
guess it's the heroin. | understand perfectly well why everything was water off Nikki, Izzy, Slash,and Steven's 
backs. On drugs you just take shit. You put up with things you just normally wouldn't. It's strange for me 
because this is so fucking abnormal to me. l'm what you would probably call a high strung individual. Everyone 


has commented on how agreeable | am when I'm high. 


But once we got out there on that stage | got sober real fast when | heard Izzy slur through the songs. If it 
wasn't for the mic stand holding him up he'd fall flat on his face. He's high. He's fucking in my body and 
shoving that shit into my veins. What the fuck did he do that for? Did he honestly think that | wouldn't fucking 
notice? Did he somehow think I'd be all cool about this? How can | be cool about him turning my body into a 
junkie just like his? Way to go on conquering addiction there Izz. 


After the show | rush up behind him and shove him hard. If it wasn't for Nikki standing in front of him with 
Duff's tall frame he would have landed flat on his face. He balances himself and just looks at me wearing 
fucking shades still. Izzy only did that when he looked strung out and half lidded. | jerk them off my eyes and 
look into them. Izzy has me twisted nine ways to Sunday. | grab my arm and it's just limp. | look into the bend 


of my left arm and see a fresh puncture wound. 


"You motherfucker!" | yell at him and take a swing. Duff pulls me back with Nikki's arms and Nikki pulls Izzy 
back with Duffs. 


"Oh chill out Axl," Nikki tisks in Duff's voice, "You aren't even predisposed to addiction Izzy's dealing with a lot 
trying to be you." 


"He's not dealing with trying to be me! He dealing with trying to be WITH me!" | yell. 


| guess that harsh reality check Sobers Izzy up because before | can dodge him he's taking a swing that meets 
with my jaw..well, his jaw, but | fucking feel it. | touch his hand to his face where he hit me. | guess he didn't 


like me telling everyone his big secret. 


"You sure had plenty of questions for me about what it was like fucking another manl! A little bit curious 
maybe! And you are shocked that l'm shooting up? Welcome to my world Axe! This is how | deal with shit! This 
is how | fucking get through day to day! You think | fucking enjoy this shit? It's just a bad obsession | was 


stupid enough to get hooked on because | don't know how to be around you any other way!" 


"What a fucking cop out!" | shout at him. 


"A cop out? You think | love you just so | can have an excuse to get high? | don't do it for the high! | do it for 
the numbress! It dulls the permanent aching my chest! It makes it easier to be so close to you! It keeps me 
tame! It keeps me from fucking trying to put moves on you! You should thank your lucky fucking stars that | 
am a junkie! If | werent | just might take what | want from you!" 


"Take what you want?! Well please don't stop there Izzy, tell all of us what exactly it is that you'd like to take 


from me?!" 
"Um, it's cool, | can read between the lines there," Nikki nods Duff's head. 


"No!" | shout, "I fucking wanna hear you say it! What the fuck do you just want to take from me?! Say it you 


pussy?" 


He quirks my mouth into this cocky little snarl. "You can count on me not having an audience fucking watching 


if | ever do decide to take it." 
"Damn, | thought | was going to actually see something," Steven sighs. 
"So did | Steven, so did |," | smirk right back at the smug fuck 


Then | watch the look in my eyes change. Izzy snakes my arm around his waist. There is no smug smile on his 
face now. My eyes look soft like green grass. Its almost like in a goddamn cartoon when the snakes eyes 
hypnotize someone. My own eyes have me absolutely hypnotized. And the way he gently tugs me into him 
doesn't seem to make me feel like | have to push away. Then he places my other hand at the base of his neck 
"Do you really think I'd ever do anything to hurt you?" He whispers deeply and | can feel the heat of my 
breath as he says it. And | can see how badly he's fighting the urge to kiss me. "Love doest hurt," he 
concludes and he lightly brushes my lips across his. | can feel his lips quiver without my will. | think | stop 
breathing all together. And he holds me for far longer than he should because Duff and Slash start clearing 
their throats and coughing. He flutters my eyes. He realizes what he's doing and quickly let's me go. He turns 


on my heels and rushes off. 

| just stand there silently. | don't know what I'm thinking of it I'm even thinking at all. But | can't move from 
this spot. All | can do is stare at my back as it gets farther and farther away from me. Nikki huffs in Duff's 
throat, "I do believe Axl Rose is too fucking shocked to speak | gotta write this shit down!" 

"That was like romantic and shit.. You're really not gonna go after him?" Slash asks. 


| glare over at him, "No, because l'm not fucking gay!" | shout at him. 


"You sure?" Nikki asks raising one of Duff's eyebrows, "Cuz you looked a little hesitant there. Looked like you 


were waiting for him to kiss you." 


"Nikki.shut the fuck up," | say and turn on Izzy's heels and go the opposite direction. | honestly don't know how 
| feel right now. | should be pissed off and embarrassed, but that's not exactly what l'm feeling. | can't really 
put words to what it is l'm feeling. Why didn't | push him away? How did he put me in submission like that? 


Why Can't We Be Friends 


Why Can't We Be Friends 
Nikki's POV 


Ok, so | sorta blew up at Duff, tried to kill him, and had to be drug away. But it's been a few days and l'm 
over it. So Duff can't fuck. It's cool, maybe | can teach him. Maybe | can find a way to get him out of this 
premature Peter shit. I'm Nikki fucking Sixx! | can do anything | set my mind tol I'll fix this shit. Hey maybe this 
is Duff's thing to overcome? If so I'm the man for the job. I'm fucking great at sex. | eat pussy and kiss like a 
fucking champ! 


So to apologize to Duff | buy a shitload of Jack and Vodka. And | mixed the shit together! Fuck it, well both be 
appeased and drunk as fuck! | of course do this shit at my place because it doesn't suck like their shithole and 
Duff's shitty bed! Duff's a little jumpy at first, but | did try to kill him with my bare.his bare hands. I'd be 
leery of me too. I'm normally six one and nonpussy, but being in Duff gives me two whole inches more of 


badass! Fear my rage motherfuckers! 

But about halfway through this very odd liquor combination Duff starts apologizing to me like he had actually 
done something wrong. I'm the asshole who flew off the hinges. Duff didn't do anything to put me in his body. 
Like we factored in all this little odities when we swapped souls. How could anyone anticipate something like 
that? He didn't need to apologize to me, but | let him anyway. 

"Duff," | say when he's done, "l think we've found your thing to overcome." 

"You think?" He eagerly raises my eyebrows at me. 


"Man what the fuck else can it be? Vodka?" | ask incredulously. 


"I do like the vodka," he raises his combo bottle up at me, " But this Jack shit of yours is kinda growing on 


me. 
"That's because | drink good shit." 


"Really man, | m sorry if | embarrassed you or anything. | know you're like way more famous than me and 


have an image to uphold and everything," he says in my most apologetic voice. 


"IFs cool man, it just took me by surprise is all. | mean I've never really had any problems in that department, 


you know? But it's cool. | think | can help you." 


"Help me? You think | need help? Really? I'm that bad?" He asks and manages to make my voice sound so 


pathetic" 


"You definitely have room for improvement dude." 
"Fuck.inow why can't chicks ever tell you that shit?" He incredulously asks in my tone tilt 


"Because they're just kinder creatures by nature my friend," | afrirmatively nod his head and tip my bottle at 


him. 


"Ok. So we know that your thing to overcome is heroin. Mine is premature ejactulation. So what's our secrets 


then?" Duff shrugs my shoulders. 


"When | figure that out I'll be sure to send you a memo." | sigh and wish to god | had an answer. Why couldn't 
any of this be fucking simple’. Why do | have to fucking get so comfortable in Duff? Why Duff? Who says our 
souls were the right ones to switch? | mean maybe | was supposed to get Axl? Izzy? Duff and | are such pillar 
opposites! It just makes no logical sense why | need to learn anything from Duff. He's so..so.nice and friendly, 
and everything | just ain't! Theres nothing for me to fucking learn with him. Sure he can learn a ton from me, 
but where the fuck am | actually benefitting here? | mean besides addiction which is going really good. | say a 
couple more weeks and my body will be clean. That's great and all, but | feel like I'm not learning any lesson 


here. The pieces just don't fucking fit. 
"So how do you think things work with Axl and Izzy?" Duff wonders aloud, 


| smirk and chuckle this cute chuckle that is entirely Duff's, "That is clear as glass | think. | think Axl just 


might be curious about Izzy's recent..behavior." 
"Axl? Curious? | don't know. he'd kill any body else who EVER kissed him!" Duff widens my eyes. 


"Precisely my point," | nod his head at him. "But if Tommy tried that shit on me..not happening! | think Axl liked 
it!" 


" No way man!" He raises my eyebrows. 
"Yes way. Did you see how he just stood there?" | remind him. 
"But he's in Izzy's calm body loaded on heroin." 


"Still.| need a better excuse." 


In Your Room 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry guys had two days of ice, sleet, rain, and flurries. That doesn't happen often in Texas so when it does we 
stay hore! 


In Your Room 
Axls POV 


It was nearing dawn when | heard Erin yelling about me being high. But she wasn't referring to me. She was 
yelling at Izzy. | could hear my deep voice mumble, "Don't test my patience tonight sugar." 


"It's six am Axl!" 


"Good, it's morning, get up and get the fuck out of my way," | hear myself saying and shit if Izzy doesn't 
actually sound like | normally do. Fucking moody. | wonder if he's coming down? And was he planning on doing it 
again? Would he turn me into a junkie while | get him straight? Now wasn't the time for us to be avoiding each 
other.. We obviously have to work together to get our own souls back into our bodies. Obviously this is 


designed to not be a solo act. | need him to work with me, not against me. 


| get that Izzy's going through some very personal and troubling feelings about me, but | somehow think | have 
to understand it. Like maybe it's part of what I'm supposed to be doing. | know him best, that's why | have his 
body and he has mire. It's gotta be us working together towards some form of common goal. And maybe 
trying to figure out how he is feeling is part of this grand scheme. | should stop challenging him. This isn't a 
cock fight for dominance. This is our lives. If this is what's at the core of Izzy's side | have to understand it 
fully before | can do whatever it is that l'm supposed to do. 


But where do | ever start after what went down? That's twice he's kissed me now. And the weird part is that 
its not awkward really. It's shocking. And it does something to Izzys body. | feel these flutters in his stomach 
and his breath races and hitches in his throat when | try to breathe. But is this a byproduct of what Izzy's 
body feels? Or is it my own soul that feels this shit? Was Nikki right? Did | really look like | was enjoying it? | 
Really don't know what to think about it. 


As far as analyzing what kissing has occurred so far..The first time was really rather stolen from me, from 
his lips. He made sure | couldn't get away from it. And the way he held me down with my hands cupping his 
face so greedily.it was a desperate kiss. Like it had been dying to come out for a long time. | guess | can 
understand that feeling of want. That knowing you care for someone who doesn't know you feel that way about 
them. The second time it wasn't that. | think the outside world just faded away for Izzy and the only thing he 


could even acknowledge was me. My hands touched me very gently, he didn't steal that kiss. He very slowly 


felt out the waters on that one. And my lips just faintly brushed with his. It was a baited kiss. A kiss that 
leaves your mind to interpret whatever it wants. Open to any option Praying that my line of thought would 


match his own 


He held me. My arms felt safe. | knew his little comments about taking what he wants weren't true. | did know 
that he'd never hurt me. He'd never force me to do anything that | didn't want to. And | let him hold me and | 
was trying to understand the feelings that it sparked in Izzy's body. But | didn't push him away. Didn't turn 
away. | just froze. | just felt... | felt.. 


| hear Erin leave out of the house bitching. | know she won't be back until | send her flowers or some shit. I'll 
just let her fester a few days. She'll be out of the way at least. | needed her to be away for a while. | can't 
get to Izzy with her around. And right now this thing we're dealing with is of far more relevance to the bigger 


picture here. Erin is a wall, a distraction and | need her gone so | can focus. Obviously Izzy does too. 


So | get up out of Izzy's bed and walk out and over to the door next to his. My room. My room with him in it. 
| turn the knob and the door creaks open. Izzy's siting fairly slouched on the side of the bed with my head 
hung in my hands. | wonder how he missed the sound the door made. But then | hear a sigh, "This the part 
where you hit me back?" He asks and | know that he knows without looking that it's me there. How'd he know 


that | wasn't someone else? He doesn't bother still to look up when his question is met with silence. 


| clear his throat, "N.no," | say and it sounds more like a question than a statement. | walk in and shut the 
door behind me. Still Izzy doesn't move a single one of my muscles. Just the rise and fall of my back as he 
breathed. | cross over in front of my slumped frame and he still doesn't move it. | lower myself to his knees 
in front of me. And he still doesn't move. Did he nod out? He's hiding behind my hands and my hair and | can't 


see. 
| gently raise his hands and lightly grab my wrists and pull my hands down so i can see him..well me. 

My eyes look weary and red and they would not look up at me. | looked rode hard and put away wet. Haggard. 
But at least my face wasn't scruffy. Its like him being in my body had slowed down my own facial stubble or 
something. "Hey," | say softly in a voice that's soft to start with. 


"What Axe?" He asks with a sigh and still no will to look up at his face and the probably confused and 


desperate look on his face. 

‘lm not mad at all Izzy.. |. | want to understand. | really really want to understand. Can you just please help me 
understand?" | almost whisper in his voice. My eyes blink and look up at me. "Just make me understand," | 
repeat. | realize that my wrists are still lightly cupped in his hands. He glances at them there then back up to 
me. But he quickly just drops my head back down and out of sight. 

"There's no way to do that Axl," my head softly shakes. "H's my problem, not yours." 


‘It is my problem. Don't you get that? My problems and your problems equal our problems. | mean.maybe 


somehow there's a lesson for me to learn from all this. Either way, this Voo Doo spell has us joined at the 


soul, literally. | think | have to understand you and you have to understand me: 
He huffs, "Do you even understand you?" 

"Not really, no," | sigh 

"Then how do you expect to understand me?" 


| make a move forward on his knees and nudge myself between my own legs. | wrap Izzy's arms around my 
back. Izzy rests my forehead on his shoulder and | can feel my breath as he breathes. Then my back starts 
convulsing and | hear myself sobbing into his neck | feel him bringing my arms up to cling to him too. The 
sound of my own tears is different. This isnt my pain, it's Izzy's. My voice sounded stranger in sobs. These 


weren't my sobs they were his. Like from his soul. 


| tug him even farther into me | wait for the sobs to end. | wait for an explanation but | get neither. | get my 
hands almost clawing desperately at my back. Like he's trying to bury my fingers into his flesh and hang onto 
me by his very bones. This | think | get. This is fear of letting go because he's not sure if he can ever touch 
me this way again. He thinks that if he lets go I'll disappear. But | won't. | can't. | have to understand what he 

feels. 


And when Izzy starts to see that I'm not going anywhere, that I'm holding on to him just as tightly as he's 
holding on to me, he lifts my head from his neck slowly. My eyelashes are saturated and tears stream down 
my cheeks. He furrows my eyebrows into a flat plane as he looks at me. | know he's trying to figure out what 
I'm thinking, but I'm trying to figure out what he's thinking. | swallow dryly and | feel Izzy's heart pounding. He 
slowly starts raising my hands up to his face. He's gonna kiss me again and | know that. But | don't want him to 
stop. | wanted to see if maybe | could read into all this. But he doesn't kiss me. He hesitates. 


"What are you doing?" My lips quiver when he asks. 


"Just trying to understand Izzy," | whisper back. My eyes drop again and | feel like progress stops. | don't want 
it to stop. This was good, this felt like progress. | felt like | understood what he needed at that moment. | 
lightly run a few fingers under my chin and raise it so my eyes meet his again. They dance in the Sockets like 
a ballet in tears. But for every floating move they make they keep returning to one resolute spot. His lips, 
what he wants and | know it without a doubt. But he makes no move to kiss me. And | know why. He wanted 
me to do it for him. He wanted me to take that step forward to meet him in the middle of whatever it was he 
was dealing with. He had taken that first step twice already, but because he's questioning my feelings, he 


leaves the decision to me. Fuck, this feels like a chess game. 


I'm honestly not opposed to the idea of kissing him. It doesn't freak me out or disgust me in the least. This is 
izzy. This is the only person | truly have and | know that. | don't want him crying and thinking that he should 
be ashamed of this. It may be unconventional. It might be different than the way situations like this go..but | 


can't say it's wrong. If he loves me there's nothing wrong with that either. | loved him too and | really wanted 


to understand it. How many degrees to loving someone can there actually be? Maybe one of us loves more. 
Maybe one of us understands. There's just one way to find out. 


| take that metaphorical step Izzy needed me to take. | very slowly move his lips closer to mine. He trains my 
eyes on his movements, slow and sure. And when | get his lips to make contact with mine | feel them quiver 
and | hear him exhale through my nose in relief. | close my eyes but | still see his face, not my face, his face. 
| see him when | close my eyes. And that's when he starts to kiss me back. Soft. Slow. Tender. Warm. There's 
still more coming and | know that. | part his mouth in invitation and my tounge accepts. It slowly and deeply 
dips between his lips and pulls me in closer. | feel my hands going up into his hair and | realize that | already 
had his hands in my hair. | hear him take in another breath and if it's possible this kiss deepens even more. | 
feel rushes of feeling flow through Izzy's body. Is this me or him feeling this? | think its me. | think | 
feel.wanted. Like wanted in some way that noone has ever wanted me before. And | have to understand it 
because this is different from Erin or anything else I've ever known before. It feels more honest and real than 


any kiss I've ever shared. Izzy loves me. Is it possible that it's truly more than anyone else? 


And when he's satisfied and sated he slowly moves away. | open his eyes and | can see the hopeful tears 
brimming in my eyes. "ls this what you want Izzy?" | manage to ask. And my eyes fall down to his lips again as 
he nods my head yes. So | kiss him again. Harder than before. Deeper. Longer. Everything just stops moving. 
The hands on the clock stop. The furniture in my room disappears. The light leaves and just one thing remains 
in that room with me. My lips twined with his and the heat coming from our skin 


| just.get lost. | lose myself in Izzy somehow. Kissing anyone else at this point seems unimportant. No one could 
ever possibly kiss me the way he is. And this is all him. The way he controls my lips is not how | control them 
myself. It's not like I'm kissing myself even though | essentially am. This is Izzy's passion l'm floating on and 
riding like a surfboard. This is his kiss making me feel like there's just nothing else. Not one single moment of 
my life has ever felt more honest. | know Izzy. | can read his feelings like they're my own at this point. It's like 
by kissing him I've hardwired my brain directly into his. Now | understand. Now | know what Izzy's going 
through. | know why he got high tonight now. Everything is just crystal clear all of the sudden. Izzy loved me 


and it was more than anyone else ever had. It's more than anyone else ever could. This was absolute. 


"Do you understand now?" | hear my voice whisper and it's not until that second that | realize that our fourth 
kiss had stopped. | open his eyes and find that | have his fingers twisted and twined into the front of his shirt. 
His heart pounds in my head. Then | notice that l'm now in his lap..my lap. He has my hands rested on his hips. 
Wow. When did we end up like this? Did | sit in his lap, crawl into it, or did he lift me onto it? | honestly don't 
know what happened. And then | registered the question he asked. ‘Do | understand now? Yeah. Loud and clear. 
But it satisfies something in me when he says the words anyway. "I love you Axl" And i know he does. 


In The Still OF The Night 


In The Still OF The Night 
Izzy's POV 


The look that | currently find residing on my face isn't one of my expressions at all. It's Axl's. And for some 
reason his face is all | even really see when | look at myself. It's as if my mind has accepted that what | see 
isn't even me anymore. | know this is Axl. I'm not associating red hair and green eyes to him anymore. He's got 
blue black hair and hazel eyes. He's skinny and he's in my lap and in my arms. It's like the whole awkwardness 
of being inside of someone else's body now is just.. irrelevant. | don't care because it doesn't matter at all. It 
doesn't matter that | have to be touching myself to touch him because I'm him. Its not an issue now. Its as if 


I've always been in his body and he in mine. Not two different entities at all. Just one. 


The one | love as purely as anyone could possibly love another person | already know that noone will ever mean 
this much to me. I'll live out the rest of my days with no room in my heart for any but him. He's it for me. 
My heart found who it wants and it had tied itself to him forever. It doesn't even matter if he feels like | do. | 
feel it. | know. But | think this expression of his on my face knows it too. He kisses me back. Every time he 
kisses back. He never stops me. He never pushes me away. Should.. Should | take that as a sign? | mean that 
kiss just now..he came up like a rocket. | thought he would jerk away but he didn't. He settled down on top of 


me and delivered just as much as | was. He clung to me like.like.like maybe he feels something too. 


Right now he is coming back to the present reality but he's not moving an inch. He's not saying a word. He has 
my lips parted just staring at me. Fuck, just say something to me Axl. Please tell me you get everything | feel 
for you. Tell me that kissing someone else has felt this wonderful to you. Tell me that you don't want me. Or 
tell me you do. Just don't sit there in silence. Let me in. Let me know how you feel! Let it be what | think. 
What | want. What we both need. This is it. This is everything. This is the key to getting our souls back where 
they belong, | just feel it. | know it. Please say something]! 


But he says nothing. | feel him tracing his lips with my fingers. Touching me so gently. Looking at his own lips in 
wonder. Wonder! Ooh god the possibilities of endless wonder. And then his kiss comes and | know. He..he feels 
this as much as | do. He feels this! | turn as we kiss and lay him back on the bed. | hover over him, so fucking 
close yet so far. The mere centimeters between us feel like miles. | rest his hands on my jaw line and kiss him 
softly again. | know this can go farther. Deeper. To an unimaginable state of forever. And he knows it too. And | 
realize that | don't even need him to give me a verbal confirmation. | know from the fire he's shoving out 


through my lips. And even though the lips are mine.. they're his too. 


| can't control the tears of joy that come cascading from his eyes. I've never felt so bestowed with life before. 
I've never felt so connected. I've never known any of this but | knew | wanted to know. Now | do and my 
moment has been presented. The checkered flag waved. Green light. Go. Ignition Engage. The gun fires at the 
starting line. And so | start. | glide his palm flatly under the fabric of my shirt across my flat stomach and up 


to my chest. I'm kissing him with as much want as | know how to show. He's pulling me closer and | feel my 


hand snaking through his long perfectly straight red hair. And | feel his want for me too. | know that he wants 
this. He wants me. He's accepting everything | give him. Every touch. Every kiss. 


| finally find my voice. | retract from my own lips unable to resist touching them so lightly. Tracing them into 


my memory. "Is this what you want?" | ask and swallow. 


He looks up at me and | can hear my labored breath seeping out through my mouth. "I. don't know Izzy. l. 


we're..is that what you want?" He stammers in my faintest whisper. My eyes grow desperate and confused. 


| want you. | just want you... | want to.to." And there's really no appropriate way to say that | wanted to make 
love to him. The phrase | wanna fuck you just sounds vulgar and crass and unreal. But | did want to be deep 
inside of my own body. | wanted him deeply inside of his own. | wanted us to be one. "Do you want me to stop?" 


| utter and feel the nervousness in my stomach.. praying and silently pleading that he won't want me to stop. 


He blinks my eyes and they drift away from me to the wall. | feel his grasp on me loosen. Please Axl.please 


don't hesitate and end this. "l. | don't know how to do this..What to.like how do.. | just... I'm scared" 


Scared. Ok | get that. | was the first time | ever.."But.do you want me to stop?" And | can hear the pleading in 


his voice when | say it. 


My eyes slowly return and Axl lightly shakes my head no. | can feel him shivering all over in my skin. It's 
covered in goose bumps and it's not cold. It's not detox. It's nervousness. He's nervous but he doesn't want this 
to stop. He doesn't want it to stop. He wants me. He's into this. | have him. He's mine now. "Izzy.. |. | dont know 
what is happening. But | don't want it to stop. Don't want you to stop. Everything you're doing has me 
feeling.loved. And I'm not sure how..but | feel so comfortable with you. Connected" My eyes stare at me 
intently. "This feels good. And somehow this feels right.. | don't know how any of this happened but.. | can't let 
you go now. | feel like | just can't get you close enough.and | feel heaven when | kiss you. Every fucking time | 
just drift away.. everything in a room vanishes and we end up in this big empty void.. just you and me..and | 
can't get enough," my mellow voice whispers. "Just go slow..it's gonna hurt and I'm scared but | do want to feel 


as much of you as | can" 
| nod his head and swallow. "I promise you that | won't hurt you.. | promise." 
He nods my head again, "Ok. | trust you Izzy." 


| move over him more and sink his hips down between my thighs. | can feel the rise in both our jeans. | know 
he wants this. He wants me. Me. | lower his lips down onto mine. And | take them in in the most gentle way. | 
promised him that | wouldn't hurt him. And | won't. | already know how to be with a man Now I'm gonna show 
him. Make him mine.. forever. | take his hands and start removing my shirt from him. Then mine all the while | 


kiss him. | feel him shaking and | know he's scared and tense. But he's gotta relax. It will hurt if he's all tensed 
up. 


Step one. Remove clothes. | shimmy out of my pants, naked between his thighs. My hands cram down between 


us so Axl can get himself out of my pants. | wanted to undress him myself, but watching him do it shows me 
his submitting to me. He really fucking wants me to do this. l'm sorta dazed and shocked and riding this high no 
drug can compare to. I'm in love. And when it's returned to you it feels amazing. Nothing in this world matters 


now but him. And I'm going to give him every part of me. I'm his and he's mine. 


Step two. Foreplay. | work two fingers into his mouth and lather them up with as much spit as | can manage. 
He watches every move | make. My eyes follow as | lower his hand down between my legs. | gently circle my 
„his index finger in a circle around the soft skin of my opening. My body has done this before so | know it will 
generally be more accommodating to this than his is going to be. And one finger starts to go in. He draws in 


my breath quickly and lays his head back. He's so scared. 


Step three. Relax him. Get him enthralled. Stand on a stage and give him my best performance. Captivate him. 
Draw him in. Then a second finger slides in next to the other, shoved to the knuckles. | push in just a little 
more and stroke my prostate for him. | hear my breath shudder and he closes my eyes and let's out a tiny 
moan. | run his tounge up my chest to my neck, across my chin and take my lips prisoner as | use his fingers 


to deliver as much pleasure to him as | can. 


Step four. Alignment and entry. When | know | have him rendering my body submissive | take out the fingers. | 
get on his knees between my thighsand | see my lips part and the apprehension he's bringing to my face. And 
again he tenses. | raise the knees up and slowly run my hands down his..my..the hot trembling thighs. | grasp at 
my hips. I'm not scared and I'm ready but he's not. Not yet. A low growl comes from his diaphragm as | just 


take in the feeling of him.me.its confusing..us.. | wanted him so so much, for so so long. 
"l. lzzy." he mutters my name. 


| just keep running my hands up this body laid out before me. He's so scared. "I'm not gonna hurt you Axl.just 
calm down and relax. | won't do anything if you don't want me to. I'll get up right now and go jack off if that's 
what you want. What do you want me to do Axe.just say it.. what do you want me to do?" | so desperately 
needed him. | loved him but if he can't do this.. | won't make him..no matter how much it hurts me.it's 


completely his call. 


And he raises my body up and wraps my arms around me and draws in a huge breath. He looks up at me and 
| see so many of his emotions swirl around in my eyes. "Oh Izzy..no.| want this. | want you. Please don't stop.. 


Izzy. |... | need you.” 


| bring his hands up and cup my face and kiss him deeply. | gently lower him back down on the bed. He wants 
this.me. He doesn't want me to stop. He wanted this too. | slowly back away from his kiss. | kiss lightly in a trail 
down my chest and over the hips to the thighs. | look at my dick standing at attention | look down and see 
Axl's is hard and throbbing on me. | run my finger across a drop of precum seeping from the head of my dick. 
This is strange.. actually having the opportunity to suck my own dick.Hey how do you really turn down such a 
rare opportunity? Every guy wonders what that's like. So | lower his mouth down on me slowly. | twirl my 


tongue around the head and suck it in slowly. 


"Ahhhh.Fuck yeah," | hear him moan out. 


So | continue. | squeeze my hand tighter and and stroke it up and down while | use his mouth on the rest. If 
this were actually Axls dick and not mine it would actually be better. | wanted to familiarize my own mouth 
with his own dick. But with my eyes closed | almost can It's so easy to forget about being in someone else's 
body when you're feeling so many sensations that you want to feel. It still feels like heaven.just like he said. 
feel hands go across my head. He holds me gently in place but without force..more like suggesting. And | keep 
doing it. 


"Oh shit lzzy..god.. don't stop.. your amazing at that.ch.Mmmm." Hips thrust upward just a little deeper. So | go 
deeper until | feel it tickle my gag reflex. And | keep going on and on and on.and on and on. | increase the speed 
and get a steady rhythm going. His hips roll with me slightly fucking my mouth as | suck and swirl and stroke. 
Bobbing up and down and down and down.| remove my hand and lower it back down between us. | slowly push 
two fingers in all the way, slowly and gently. I'm really multitasking here. | run my fingers across his prostate 
and he moans loudly and | feel my hair being clenched in his hands and body going rigid. But | don't want him to 
cum just yet.not like this.. | want to be inside of him when | make him cum. | want to feel it. That throb deep 
and hard inside. | slide out my fingers and raise my mouth up and away slowly. "Why are you stopping?" He 
pants. 


"Because I'm not done with you. I'm not ready for this to be over." | come up on my knees and hover over him 
and whisper across his..my lips, "| wanna show you something" Axls clinging to me and my face looks so into 


this. "Can |?" And he quickly nods my head yes. 

THIS is IT. So | take my chance and make sure | get my hand full of spit and stroke it across my dick. | come 
up on my knees. | grab a pillow and shove it under his ass as i lift up his hips. He seems relaxed. My body 
seems relaxed. | see no sign of hesitation now either. | line up the head of his dick and he's just watching me. 


He's unsure, but he's relaxed. 


"IFs ok," | whisper. And | very slowly start to push. Axl pops my head up but he doesn't tell me to stop. "You 
ok?"l ask as | get the head in. 


"It hurts a litle Izzy" 
"Do you want me to stop?" 

"No. kim ok" 

And | slide in another inch. | return a hand to my dick and stroke it slowly hoping to distract Axl from the pain 
until | can get all the way in. And it works. | get it all in and look down at him with my eyes closed and biting 


my bottom lip. God he looks so good laid out like this. Like a butterfly on display. 


"You ok?" | whisper. 


He nods my head yes so | slowly pull back and give him my first stroke. | can't help the moan in his throat as 
my eyes roll back. I've wanted this so long. | start to stroke him faster. He's moving my hips slowly to match 
my thrusts. l'm not gonna last very long at this. | hope he's still close. I'm pretty sure | recognize the signs in 


my body below me. 


"Oh god Izzy!" He calls out as my head comes up. And | feel cum oozing out over my hand as | keep stroking 
and thrusting. | thrust even faster. | start to cum as well and even more cum comes out of my dick while | 


continue stroking him while | cumming so hard inside my own body. 


Then | feel both of our throbbing stop. | bend over and kiss him so tenderly as | slide out of him. "You ok?" | 
softly ask 


He opens my eyes to look at me. "Yeah..that was. never thought..how..l.." 


| smile because he's speechless. | grab a shirt and wipe the cum off my hand. Then | wipe it from my stomach 
as he watches me. He's looking at me so differently now. He's in complete Awe. | climb up beside him and pull 
him into his arms. | gently caress my face and whisper how much | love him again. He's soon falling asleep and 


I've never been happier. 


White Trash Circus 


White Trash Circus 

Nikki's POV 

We got up early and went to hell house. We're both hung over of course | shot Duff up and he's feeling 
better. I'm sucking on a bottle of Vodka trying to help mine. | honestly thought about shooting up while | was 
giving Duff a shot. | knew it would take care of my hangover. But we're trying to get me sober so | didn't do it. 
| was afraid Duff's body would want more if | gave it any. 

So we pull up to hell house and get out. We walk in and find Slash and Steven staring at one another. They look 
a bit pale but they don't seem dopesick or anything. They look like they just saw a ghost. Had something 
happened? They just look up at us and say nothing. No good morning. No what's us. Something has definitely 
happened. 

"What is it?" | shrug Duff's shoulders. 

"Yeah, you guys are acting weird," Duff notes pushing my hair out of his eyes. 

'Its.its Axl and Izzy," Steven softly says. 

"What? Did something happen to them?" Duff asks, "are they ok?" 

Slash just nods without a word. 

"Well where are they?" | ask. 

"Upstairs," Slash points, "in Axl's room." 

"Should we be worried?" Duff asks. 

"| don't think so, no," Steven shakes his head. 

| cock Duff's eyebrow. | guess | had to get to the bottom of this weirdness. | start for the stairs. 

"Nikki no man," Slash calls out but of course | don't listen 

| go upstairs and try to remember again which room was Axl's. | find it because its the only shut door 
upstairs. | reach for the doorknob and turn it. | gently push it and it creeks. | pause and wait to see if anybody 


heard that. But there is no sound at all coming from inside the room. Get the door open enough to stick my 
head in. My jaw dropped at what | saw. They were asleep, both of them. They're completely naked and spooning, 


Oh shit! They fucked last night! 

The polite thing to do is shut the door, go back downstairs and pretend | know nothing. But since when am | 
ever fucking polite?? So | snake through the squeaky ass door and stand at the end of the bed with my arms 
crossed staring at the two of them with a huge smile on my face. | clear my throat loudly and both their 
eyes open 

"My my, isn’t this a true Polaroid moment?" 

They look at each other and quickly start grabbing clothes and dressing. 

"Nikki get the fuck out of here man!" Izzy shouts in Axl's much louder voice. 

"But why? | already saw you naked," | smirk 


"Nikki | aware to god, if you don't get the fuck out of my rooml!"Axl shouts in Izzy's voice. 


"Nope, don't trust you two now. I'm gonna make sure you two get downstairs. | know you'll probably want to 
reenact whatever this was now that you're awake. So come on, play times over. Get dressed boys." 


They curse me and complain but inevitably make it downstairs where three Gunners sit looking like ghost that 
seen ghosts. They just stare at Izzy and Axl. Izzy sits on the floor and Axl just stares at his band mates. | 
guess they're figuring out that everyone knows that something happened between him and Izzy. 

"What the fuck are you guys staring at?" Axl snaps. 


"Well," | pipe up, "I do believe it's the elephant in the room." 


"What elephant?" Steven asks looking around the room like there might actually be a live elephant hidden in 


here somewhere. 

"Its just an expression Popcorn" Slash sighs at his mentally challenged friend 
"What the fuck are you going on about Nikki?" Axl asks me. 

"I'm saying that | think everyone knows what it is | know! 

Axl just goes translucent in lzzy skin Now he defintely knows that everyone knows. 
"How does everyone know?" Izzy asks as softly as he can in Axl's voice. 


"We could hear you guys last night," Slash says trying to keep the smile off his face. 


Axl quickly turns Izzy's head to look at izzy. Izzy just casually shrugs Axl's shoulders, "I told you that you can 
hear everything through these walls." 


"Lis not what you guys think."Axl stammers on 

| just gleam behind Duff's smile. "I think its exactly what we think’ 

Axl looks at Izzy again. He lights a cigarette like nothing's wrong and none of this bothers him. Axl rushes for 
the door almost running. He flies out of the house slamming the door behind him. Then of course all eyes fall 
on zzy. 

"Thanks a lot guys," he sighs and walks calmly for the door and leaves after Axl 

Once he's gone we all bust out fucking laughing. "Man did they really?" Duff asks me with my smile. 

"Looked that way upstairs, they were naked and spooning” 

"They were?!"Steven eagerly asks. 

"Should we go after them?" Slash asks. 

"No," | smile, "I think we better let Izzy handle this one. Besides, we have to go shopping” 

"But we don't have any money," Duff shrugs. 

"Ok, | have to go shopping," | clarify. 


"Shopping for what?" Slash asks 


"Books on Voo Doo," | nod Duff's head affirmatively. 


| Put A Spell On You 


Put A Spell On You 

Duff's POV 

Man.where the fuck does Nikki find these fucking places? It's like he's the utmost authority of all things 
fucking creepy. This store he brought me to is in a fucking alley somewhere on the fucking dark side of the 
moon. Despite it being daylight | can't feel anything but fear. There's little stick dolls with their eyes and 


mouths crossed out. | point one out to Nikki. 


"Oh those, | wouldn't worry about those. That's simply saying see no evil speak no evil.or something or 


another." 
| cock his eyebrow at him, "Do you know what you're talking about?" 


"Well.l've done extensive research into the whole cult phenomenon and all..so | know more than you, don't I," he 


smirks my face at me. 


"Man, you have me in an alley..alone with no one but you to watch my back. There's like so many ways this 


can go wrong!" | emphasize. 

"Duff," he sighs and runs my fingers across the bridge of my nose, "It's just a fucking store.” 

‘In an alley?" 

"Yes. In an alley," he nods my head. 

"Why is it an alley Nikki? You explain to me who has a store in an alley? Why not the main street?" 

He rolls my eyes, "Because it's a religion practiced in this country but highly frowned upon. Witchcraft is 
acceptable ok. That's why they have their little bookstores with candles and incense and smiles with clever 
little store names in suburban shopping malls. This is Voo Doo. You can't even walk into a library and find this 
shit. People would be afraid and send letters to some asshole whose job is to remove sensitive material. Do 
you think they'd be open a month as a legit store?" 

God | hate it when | think Nikki makes a valid point. Is usually always followed by disaster. Most recently being 
the suggestion of doing more coke so we could drink more. Now here we are stuck in each other's bodies. 
There's never any sanity in his logic. Therefore | must be fucking insane if | think he makes sense. Yeah, that's 


it, I'm crazy, certainly. | should just turn around and go home. That's safe. That's not insane. 


"We should really come back with everyone else," | say in a last ditch effort to save our asses. 


"Pussy," he looks at me challengingly, "Fine. Run home like a bitch. I'm not leaving until | get what | came for. 


Grow some goddamn backbone." 
‘lm not being a pussy! I'm just looking after my ass!" | shout in my face. 


"What, you don't think my ass is worth looking at?" He says then looks back at his ass on me. "I happen to 
think | have a very nice ass. | mean you should really check it out because it apparently belongs to you since 


you aren't man enough to take your own back." 


| sigh in defeat. | knew he wouldn't come back without going to this underground Voo Doo store. Somebody 
remind me again, why am | friends with Nikki? "Can we just get this over with," | sigh in defeat. 


Nikki smirks at me, "Why certainly sir, right this way," he bows. 


So we make it to a big metal door that looks like its had an LAPD battering ram go through it one too many 
times. Nikki reaches my hand out to it with no fear. And | just about piss in his pants. My knees are shaking 
and I've got a very very bad feeling about this but Nikki just walks in 


But when we get inside its just a fucking book store. Just a moldy smelling bookstore. Why in the hell do they 
have this in an alley? This isn't scarry at all. But then | started to pay attention to the books themselves. | see 
things like stars, pentagrams, and artwork | can't explain that | know is something that | shouldn't touch, much 


less crack the seal on. 


Nikki starts running my index finger across book spines reading them silently. | m looking all around me to make 
sure that | don't touch a goddamn thing. I'll be damned if | unwillingly cast another curse or spell on us. Nikki 
better be fucking careful with what books he touches. And he better not so much as read a title out loud! 


Then we're approached by this very attractive black chick. She smiles at us, "May | help you?" 
Nikki noticeably turns up my charm. "Do for me? Mmmm ro, let me do for you." 


"Nikki," | say from the corner of his mouth. Please don't piss off the very hot chick working in the Voo Doo 


book store. 


But Nikki ignores me completely and walks up to her. He makes my eyes visibly scan her body with no shame. 
"Where do | have to go to meet your family?" He purrs. 


Surely this junior high line isn't going work. Nope this very hot Voo Doo chick is probably going to shrink our 
heads. Fuck | bet she could even turn us into zombies or something. Just please please pretty Voo Doo chick, 
don't turn me into a girl. In fact, omit the fact that I'm here at all. I'm invisible. That's it Sixx, make a spectacle 
so she remembers you and forgets me. Yeah. That's it Nikki, you keep talking and I'll quietly sneak out. And the 


opportunity comes so l'm not turning it down | go outside and light up a cigarette. 


| wait five minutes and start worrying about Nikki. Maybe | shouldn't have left him alone. Maybe | should go 
back in. And | probably weigh my options something like ten minutes. | decided that | have to go back in. As l'm 
reaching for the door Nikki comes walking out with a book in his hands. 


"You got a book?! Don't you dare read aloud anything!" 


"Pussy," he smirks and just walks. "So | got you a date for tomorrow night. Well | got me one in your body 
somehow." 


"With the fucking Voo Doo chick?! Are you fucking crazy?!" | shout "If I'm bad in bed she might fucking do 
weird shit to my dickll" 


"Exactly," Nikki nods my head, "Ooooh, the pressure. | do hope that helps you be motivated to do good." 
"Regardless, you can't go out with that chick man!" 


"Why not? She works in a fucking Voo Doo book store! She has to be part of the inner circle of such somehow. 


She's gotta know somebody that knows somebody! So you better hope you fuck her and fuck her right." 
"You're fucking her!" 


"With your malfunctioning dick!! So if you pray then pray you fuck her right It's your body! I'm just the 


bastard stuck insidel"! 


Don't You Want Me Baby 


Don't You Want Me Baby 
Izzy's POV 


Fucking Sixx man.he either has the best timing in the world or the worst. Axl has never been one to handle 
embarrassment well. When he gets embarrassed he disappears for days. LA is no fucking city for him to be 
disappearing into. Something bad could happen to him. Well, he does have a knife and he will use it, but what if 
he's taken by surprise? Another thing that concerns me is that he left without having his sickly little dose of 


morning smack. Being sick would certainly be a distraction in the face of danger that he doesn't need. 


| left right after him but it wasn't fast enough to trail him. He was already out of sight so | have to rely on 
my instinct to find him. First | try the most obvious and closest spots. Canter's, the strip, the Cathouse, 
nothing. | try our friends places, Del, Teddy, Robert, nothing. Nobody's seen him. | start getting really scared 
and desperate to find him. | try a few other long shots and have no luck. Fuck Axl! Where are you? 


My mind keeps replaying last night back to me. And every time | think about it | smile and get lost in thought. 
Then | have to remind myself that l'm worried, that if | didn’t find him then we would never ever be able to 
repeat last night again. And oh how | wanted to recap last night's events. | could never get my fill of him and | 
knew it. I'm a love sick puppy chasing after him and trying to sniff him out with an underdeveloped sense of 


smell. 

Finally | make it to the beach, the last place | ever fucking expect to find him. Axls sunburned after about 
twenty minutes in he sun. But in my body that wouldn't happen Plus, Axl hates the fucking beach. He calls me 
a beach bum every time | go surfing. But shit, we grew up in Indiana where there are no beaches, not for a 
very long distance. | love the California Sunshine and the mild winters. | love the ocean, but Axl doesn't share 


that love. But of all the places he could or could not be, that's exactly where | find him. 


He raises my eyes up at me squinting in the sun. He shakes my head, "Why is it that it took me six months to 
find you when | first came out here but you find me in hours?" He asks. 


"Luck | suppose," | shrug and plop down in the sand next to him. 
"You're gonna get me sunburned out here." 


"That's ok, I've gotta live with it," | again shrug. And it's silent a moment. Axl peers my eyes out over the 
ocean. | sit here and can feel his skin starting to char. "Why'd you run out like that?" | ask. 


"They were all just staring at us. Nikki turned us into his personal court jesters. | fucking hate that guy!" 


"The trick to Nikki is not exposing all of your Achilles heels to him. You showed him one, now he won't let up on 


it," | explain. 

"Why didn't you just stay there and kick his ass?" 

‘| was more concerned with you getting my ass kicked." | lightheartedly chuckle. 

I'm not five Izzy," he sighs at me in exasperation. 

"No, | know, but your mouth tends to write checks your ass can't cash. And in this very unique case, we're 
talking about my ass." He doesn't say anything and after a moment l'm looking out at the ocean with him. 
"Speaking of..are you ok today..you know after...” 

‘lm fine Izzy," he sighs. 

"Last night was really great," | nervously nod. 

He just slightly nods my head. Something is wrong and | don't think its just Nikki and everybody else knowing. If 
we were in our own bodies | would be able to tell what | was thinking, but trying to figure out my own 
expressions is a job in itself. | pull out a cigarette and attempt to light it. But today's a surfing kind of day. 
That means that there's no way in hell | was going to light this thing without ten hands to block the wind. | 
eventually give up trying and just let the cigarette tumble to the ground. 

"What are you thinking about?" | ask him. 

| watch him just look down at the sand. "Just trying to understand the shit in my head." 


"About what?" | ask and bite the inside of his lip. 


"What do you think Izzy? Shit about last night," he mumbles, "What was last night? Was it just sex? Did it 


mean something else? | know what it was to you..but what was it to me?" 

"Are you asking me?" | say. 

"No... that's just what l'm asking myself" 

| sigh and shake his head, "Your gonna make this weird, aren't you?" 

"No. l'm just saying.Fuck it, | don't know what l'm saying," 

And it gets quite again | just look out over the ocean. | wish | knew my own expressions as well as | knew his. | 
get this nauseated feeling.. | hope he's not thinking it was a mistake. | can't live with never being able to touch 


him again. Now that I've had a taste of him | want him like a drug. He's my new heroin addiction. "You think it 


was a mistake, don't you?" | ask with a lump in his throat. 


He just sighs, "| don't know what | think" 


The D Dating Game 


The Dating Game 
Nikki's POV 


So Duff's got a date tonight.. I've got a date tonight. | was supposed to be taking the Voo Doo chick to some 
Cajun joint. Naturally frog legs, alligator, turtle and squirrel jambalaya and goulash isn't my usual food of 
choice. But you know, ladies choice and everything, what was | supposed to do? It's common courtesy to let the 
chick decide. | was trapped into this one. | so truly rather go for a burger. But instead I'm getting mystery 


soup and swamp animals no self respecting American would eat. 


We get to the restaurant ironically named Alligator Annie's. And sure enough, there's alligator, frog legs, 
squirrel, turtle, mountain oysters (fried sheep balls) and crawfish on the menu. Normally this is shit you don't 
see out of the state of Louisiana, but... apparently some found its way to LA. Goddamnit, why couldn't it be a 
witchcraft or Satanism curses? Why fucking VooDoo from the depths of the swampy south? | mean, | get hot 
sauce, ketsup, and corn on the cob, but fucking frogs? But what can | do but make the best of it? 


It's a good thing I'm a rich man cause this bitch orders half the fucking menu. Shrimp Ettouffe for the main 
course, for appetizers Crawfish, and she sucks their fucking heads! There's frog legs sticking out of a basket. | 
get something called corn poppers that are battered and fried balls of cream style corn. They're pretty good. 
And and I'm not brave enough to order any of the main courses. So | get some fries. So | though. They bring 
me out this plate of shit that looks more like burnt chips. Come to find out its an entire potato thinly cut in a 
spiral and dropped in grease. Its ok, but they should call it something besides French fries. 


| watch as Voo Doo chick sucks the head on another crawfish. God that's so disgusting, but oddly enough, it 
sorta turns me on at the same time. This bitch could suck a golf ball through a water hose. | imagine she 
could suck a mean dick. Hopefully I'll be finding out later. If not, hopefully | do get a little insight into the world 
of Voo Doo. That should probably be my top priority and not sex, but what can | say? I'm a guy, it's just how 
we think. 

So | decided to bring up the topic of Voo Doo. "Soooo.. You're like into Voo Doo and shit, right?" 

"Its something | grew up with." 

Good. She's familiar with this shit. "So you believe in it?" 

She nods in affirmation. "When | was five | watched my grandma cough up a live frog." 


"Why?" | ask. 


She just smiles. It's a creepy smile that tells me she's not going to reveal the answer to me. 


"Have you ever know anyone that.. switched souls with someone?" | ask biting Duff's lip and hoping she has and 


will clue me in. 


"Some used to say that it was a way to be immortal. The only problem is no one volunteers to sacrifice their 


soul to an aged dying body." 

‘lm not talking about trying to be immortal. I'm talking about a spell. A spell that switches two souls," | explain 
"Oh," she says plainly, "That's a very old spell no one has used in many many years. It was to make a person 
more self aware of themselves. It was thought that the only way to achieve this was by standing outside of 
yourself so you could see inside." 

"Is there a way to reverse the spell?" | ask leaning forward and paying close attention to what she says. 


"No. The spell lasts until self awareness is found," she states so matter of factly that Duff's spine gets a chill 


Well fuck. This isn't sounding so good. There has to be somebody that can fucking change us back Some fucking 
body! There has to be a quicker way to do this. There has to be some reversing spell or something! 


"Why do you ask about such a spell? You don't think you can actually do it, do you?" She asks raising an 


almost accusatory eyebrow at me. 


"| don't want to do it at all," | shake Duff's head, "Someone did it to me. | found the words to the spell behind a 


brick and read it out loud and four of us were swapped. The face you see isn't mine at all. 
She just nods like she doesn't really believe me. 


"No it's true," | say, "My soul is in someone else's body. My own body is holding the soul of a friend and | have 


two other friends whose souls have traded places" 
"What makes you believe it's Voo Doo?" She asks and seems like she might be starting to believe me. 
"Because a witch told me 

"A witch told you?" She chuckles a bit, "Do you believe in witchcraft 

"Look baby, once you've had your soul trapped in someone else's body, you'll believe just about anything” 
"That's good because no spell works unless you believe it can," she shrugs 


“Trust me, you can have a spell put on you without believing. l'm living proof of that," | sigh. 


"You said that you read the spell?" She asks seemingly interested all of the sudden 


"Yeah," | nod Duff's head. 


"But spells only work when performed by a.. there's no way it would have worked with you just reading the 


words." 
"Are you sure?" | ask sitting up straighter. 
"Ie never heard of it before," she shakes her head. 


"Well it must be possible," | sigh and light a cigarette. "Do you think it would be possible for me to talk to 


someone who knows more about this stuff? Do you know someone?" 


"Yeah, but | doubt that they'd talk to you," she hufts. 


Are You Better Off Alone 


Are You Better Off Alone 
Axl's POV 


| should have known that Izzy would come after me and find me. Maybe this is why | subconsciously ended up 
at the beach. But when he does find me | wish | was just alone. | don't know what the fuck happened last night. 
| never planned to do what | did. I'm not gay, I'm not curious, l'm just not into guys. But somehow | ended up 
doing something that | know gave Izzy the wrong idea. | don't think that | should play on his fantasies and lead 
him on. He's still my best fucking friend. But at the same time how do | tell him that what he said was the 
best night of his life was nothing more than me trying to understand, 


However, something in the back of my head disagrees with my logic about last night. | don't care how much | 
say that | was just trying to understand, a part of me liked what izzy did to me. I've been with plenty of 
chicks and never cum so hard. | felt comfortable with him like we did that shit every day. It should have felt 
strange and | should have been weirded out. But | wasn't. Sleeping with Izzy didn't bother me at all. And it 
should have because I'm not fucking gay! I'm not fucking gay!! 


But how do | tell Izzy that? | already know exactly what he would do.. he'd fight with me, storm off, and shove 
more of that shit in my veins just to spite me. | really don't want my body to be returned to me addicted to 
heroin So | know that | can't just slough Izzy off like dead skin. But | have no intention of fucking him every 
night either. Fuck! I'm really in over my head with all this shit. And now Izzy's sitting next to me in the sand 


asking me fucking questions | have no answer for. 


| just want to sit in silence but Izzy seems to be completely anti comfortable silences. God | wish he would be 
quite like he normally is. | needed silence to think straight and figure out what to do. Fuck, what can one do 
when their best friend is in love with them? You don't just jump in bed with them, do you? God | can't believe 
| did that! Why couldn't | see how that would lead him on? | mean, what was | hoping to accomplish doing that? 
Did | think it was the answer to this whole soul swapping business? 


"Axe?" He says and breaks my thoughts yet again, "You're never going to let me touch you again, are you?" 
| look over at the sadly hopeful expression on my face. | know that if | say no that my body will be full of 
heroin "Did | say that?" Is all | know to say. Then he reaches for my hand. | look at my fingers interweave 
through his. There's no way in hell | can just sit here and publicly hold his fucking hand. | jerk his hand loose 


from mine, "Could you please not fucking do that here? | do still have a girlfriend, you know." 


He looks away and nods my head. "Sorry." And | can almost see the disappointment in my eyes. | can feel him 


growing distant. 


"Maybe you should go back," | then say and watch all the life drain from his eyes. "You know, to keep an eye 


on Nikki. We left him alone with everyone else, there's no telling what he's doing." It's a lame reason but its 


what | tell him. 

"No, I'm not leaving you by yourself," he says shaking my head. 

lm fine by myself, | made it all the way here by myself" 

"Why won't you tell me what's wrong?" He says looking back out over the ocean, 

| sigh because | don't know how to deal with this. Any way | try to get him to leave is gonna either piss him 
off or hurt his feelings. Looks like I'm fucking stuck with him. | raise up to his feet and look down at him. 
"Come on, let's get me out of the sun before you turn me into a lobster." | hold my hand out and help him 
rise. 

"Where we going?" He asks me. 

"Home. We'll see if Nikki has come up with any more leads." 

"Do you have any ideas?" He asks me as we start to walk. 

"Nothing," | sigh. "I guess | give up. | mean.. maybe shit will just fix itself in time." 

"So what do we do in the meantime? You know, about Erin" 

"What about her?" | ask. 

"Well, she's pissed off at you," he reminds me. 

"Well, | guess you're gonna have to make up with her," | say. 

"Make up? Wouldn't that involve makeup sex?" He says and looks down at the pavement, "I mean.. eventually.." 
| get what he's saying. We have no clue how long we're gonna be stuck in each other's bodies. Eventually Erin 
is gonna want to be fucked. And | can't exactly fuck her as Izzy. The only solution is to let Izzy fuck her. And 
if he does fuck her I'm gonna get pissed at both of them. Maybe we should just tell her the truth, but we 


would never be able to prove it to her. | could say a million thing only her and | know, but she would just say | 


told Izzy and we were fucking with her. Goddamnit, there's just one solution Izzy's gonna have to be the one 


who fucks her. | don't like it, but what choice do | have? 


"Look.. You're gonna have to fuck her Izzy," | sigh and rub the sweat off his forehead. | guess Izzy's body is 
starting to withdrawal. 


"| don't wanna fuck Erin," he says flatly. 


"You're gonna have to eventually.. | don't like it either but there's just no way to make her believe what's 


happened. You're gonna have to make up with her and fuck her” 

Izzy shakes my head, ‘I can't believe you're telling me to fuck your girlfriend" 
Me either. If you have a better idea, by all means tell me. 

"No," he sighs. 


"Then it's settled." 


Sharp Dressed Man 


Sharp Dressed Man 
Duff's POV 


| stand in front of the mirror and practice getting Nikki's hair right. | aware to god it only works for him. How 
the fuck does he get it to stay up?! | don't foresee me ever getting the hang of this. It's like literally the 
hardest thing in the world to do! Like fucking engineers couldn't figure this shit out! An architect couldn't 
construct this goddamn hair do! Nikki must use the powers of Satan to get his hair to do what it does. 


| finally sigh in surrender. | just can't fucking get it down. | allow myself to look at his clothes I'm wearing. Nikki 
dresses like a rock star even his casual wear around the house shit. | don't really when | wanted to lounge 
around and be comfortable. I'd wear sweats or shorts or something. Nope, not Nikki. He lounges in leather 
apparently. | admit he has them well broken in. I'm not uncomfortable. The shirt is ripped up here and there 


and sporting some vulgar phrase. 


Another thing, Nikki wears his makeup at home too. That I'm pretty good at. | get his eyeliner done pretty 
easily. Hair, that's another story. But his makeup I've got down. | admire my artwork in the mirror. I'd say | did 
pretty good, fucking hair aside. | just don't have the powers of Satan to help me out on that one. Nikki's just 
gonna have to do it himself or settle with this. | guess he can give me his opinion on that later. 


Right now he has my dick in danger. He's out with that Voo Doo chick. I'm doing my best to not think about 
that. But its rather hard to not worry about your body, especially when Nikki is the one in your body. Like he 
cares if my dick will be shrunken, cursed, a Voo Doo pin cushion, dismembered, broken, diseased, or rendered 
useless. It's not his cock is on the line, it's mine and Nikki has full control of it. If you know anything about Nikki 
then you know how wild and crazy he is, would you entrust your body to him? Yeah, no, no you wouldn't. 


Unfortunately | have no fucking choice in the matter. Welcome to my world. 

So | go downstairs and find Steven, Slash and Nikki chugging Jack and smoking cigarettes. There's also coke on 
the coffee table. Nikki alternates between Jack and Vodka. | suddenly find myself thirsty. As | draw closer | see 
that Nikki has that Voo Doo book open and is studying it. God | hope he doesn't make matters worse. | sit 
across from him and he looks up at me with my eyes. 

He scrunches his eyebrows up at me, "What the fuck have you done to my fucking hair?" 

"| just can't get it right man," | sigh and reach for the Jack. 


"Have you found anything yet Nikki?" Steven asks him. 


"No," Nikki sighs sounding like me, "nothing yet, there's gotta be something. | asked the Voo Doo chick if she 
could get me in to see someone higher up, but she said she doubted they'd see me." 


"Does Voo Doo chick have a name?" Slash asks. 

"Of course she does, | just don't remember what,” Nikki shrugs my shoulders. 
‘I'm never gonna get my fucking body back," | sigh. 

"Yes you will,’ Steven says sympathetically. 


"That's right," Nikki nods and looks at me, "I refuse to just let you take my body as yours for the rest of 


time." 
"Man, every lead we get turns into a dead end," | sigh. 
"Don't you give up on me, McKagan," he looks at me with my most serious face. 


| don't bother replying back. Nikki already has it in his head that he's gonna get us back in our bodies. When 
Nikki makes up his mind, that it. It's no longer open for debate. Not a damn thing any of us say now is going to 
register with him. He's got it in his head that he can learn VooDoo and switch us back. He just won't see the 
hopelessness of our situation. This spell apparently required more work than reading some books and screwing 
some VooDoo chick. We're like supposed to be learning some unforseen lesson. Sixx would do better to focus 
himself on that sort of thing. We might actually get our bodies back if he would just reveal what his big 


secret is. 


Not that | really have room to talk | haven't been forthcoming with my secret yet either. My secret is that | 
envy Nikki. Not the guy himself so much as his power over others. Nikki is the leader of his band. He gets the 
final say so in everything. Like seriously, nobody shits without Nikki's permission. When he tells people to jump 
they gladly ask how high. And he's really got some balls. Nikki can say whatever he wants to people and they 

never even act offended, at least not to Nikki's face. Everyone cowers to him. Even his whole band knows who 
calls the shots. | don't think Vince likes that much, but eventually he bends to Nikki's will. Everybody! How can 


one man have so much power? 


| have to admit, that is like my favorite part about being Nikki. | can get away with murder because Nikki says 
and does as he pleases. And there never concenquences to his actions. People are kissing my ass now. They 
almost act afraid of me and always go the extra mile to keep me happy. It doesn't matter if I'm nice or an 
asshole, no one ever questions a fucking thing | say. It's also pretty nice not being walked all over for a change. 
Fans are also pretty fucking cool. Signing autographs is pretty fucking cool. Having people recognize you gives 
you this incredible rush. 


But I'll be damned if | tell Nikki that. His head is big enough and | don't want mine to explode. Nikki's full enough 
of himself already. I've never met a bigger egomaniac. The word vain was invented to describe Nikki. He walks 
over people with no mercy. He's a bully. Its to be his way and no one else's. He doesn't ask for opinions 

because he holds all the answers, regardless if he has the answer or not. This situation is proof of that. Nikki 


is running the search for a way to get our bodies back. We do what he wants. We try what he wants to try. 
Its team Sixx or don't fucking play at all. 


You've Lost That Loving Feeling 
You've Lost That Loving Feeling 
Izzy's POV 


| was right, he wasn't gonna let me touch him again. It's been a week now. Every time we're alone together it 
feels really distant. He won't even let me close enough to make any sort of a move on him. Not that I'd even 
try. | know better than to push him. He's gotta make the next move. It's the only way to know if this thing 
between us is all one sided. But | don't understand why he let me make love to him if he has doubts now. It 
really seemed like he wanted it and was into it. Or maybe | wanted him to so much that | projected it. 


But that just doesn't add up. Axl wouldn't have done it if a part of him hadn't wanted to. | fucking know Axl. 
But now he acted like he wished he could take it all back. My luck, he does. Who was | fooling when | thought | 
could make him love me? He doesn't love me, not the way | love him. | guess that's my misfortune to carry 
around like a pack mule. | wanted to ask him so bad. But thats the fastest way to start a fight or chase him 


away all together. It would embarrass him. 


So Nikki been dating this Voo Doo chick trying to get information on how to get us back into our own bodies. 
Duff especially hates this. Hes afraid that if Nikki fucks her in his body that she won't enjoy it and put a 
curse on his dick or something. So far, Nikki's kept Duff's dick in his pants. Which has to be some sort of a 
record for Sixx. Maybe he's afraid to fuck her too. | know | would be, even if | had my own dick to do it with. 


| don't get it. | revealed my deepest secret and Axl almost has my system clean I've done my part. So what's 
Axl gotta fix? What's his secret? Or better yet, what's Duff and Nikki's secrets? Nikki gladly told us Duff's 
thing to overcome. But what big secrets do they have? | also wonder if Axl and | do what we're supposed to if 
we have to wait around for Nikki and Duff? Does it take all four of us to be able to get our bodies back? 


On a totally unrelated note, Axl made me make up with Erin. And yeah, that includes makeup sex. For the 
record, that wasn't my idea. But Axl plead a pretty convincing case. So | did it. | got her flowers, took her to 
the cliche dinner and a movie and back to her place. Then | fucked her. | didn't want to but what choice did | 
really have? So with thoughts of Axl | managed to keep it up and get through the whole ordeal. | hate being 
obligated to do something. But | did it anyway. | guess mostly for Axl. 


Afterwards Erin asked me where that came from. | assumed Erin would notice a distinction between the way 
Axl fucks her and the way | fucked her. She asked me why | had been holding out on her all this time. She said 
she's never cum so hard before. I'd be a goddamn liar if | said that didn't inflate my ego just a tiny little bit. 
Every guy likes to hear they're good in the sack. But in this case it just tells me l'm not as good as Axl. But | 
haven't had the opportunity to let him be the one fucking me yet. 


God | wish | knew what was rolling around in his head of mine. It's strange how you get so incredibly used to 


the expressions on someone's face you're around all the time. You eventually learn every frown, every smile, 


furrowed brows, even the cock of an eyebrow. But you just never see your own expressions, not unless you 
sit in a mirror all the time, which | most certainly don't. But | really do wish | could read my expressions as 
well as | can read everyone else's. It's pretty frustrating. | just wanted to know what was up with that distant 
stare he keeps in my eyes. 


I'd give anything just to see the look he had in my eyes that night. | could see | mattered. | felt it. Oh god how 
that curious look of wonder in my eyes that night haunted me. | know that something real was happening. It 
was undeniable that night. It seemed so mutual. And oh the way we touched..that longing feeling, the ache of 
cumming so hard. But now..now it's like I'm invisible. He only talks to me as needed. He hasn't looked at me once 


since that night. | feel spurned, rejected, discarded, unimportant, and worse of all regretted. 


| should have expected Axl to get all weird | should have prepared myself for an inevitable let down. If | had 
any sense at all | would have just kept my fucking mouth shut. Axl would never be comfortable with the world 
knowing that he and | were together. | can only mean one thing to him, sex. | would always be his dirty secret. 
I'd be living a lie while he does as he damn well pleases. It wasn't fair. None of it was. Well, for me it wasn't. 


Axl.. Axl's another story all together. 


| really need to get out of here. | needed to be away from the guys. | especially needed to be away from Axl. | 

needed to go somewhere quiet and isolated My heads all fucked up. | needed to get shit straight but there's no 
way to do that with things between Axl and | being at a stalemate stuck in limbo. | know that every day will be 
like this until Axl resolves things between us. And yeah, I'll wait, I'd wait as long as it takes if | only had a sign 

But I'm not holding my fucking breath on it. 


They May Its Your Birthday 


They Say It's Your Birthday 
Nikki's POV 


So February came and the 5th was Duff's Birthday. His family had all pitched in and got him a round trip ticket 
to Seattle. He was pretty close to his family. Thats sorta a foreign concept for me. lim more the lone wolf 
type. My own family never gave a shit about me, so why should | give a flying fuck about them? But, since l'm 
stuck in Duff's body | have to play along. My role is the youngest of eight. Jesus Christ his mom probably 


sneezed and shot Duff halfway across a room. Eight fucking kids? Why the hell would anybody have that many 
kids? 


Duff prepped me for a week straight. | had to look at a thousand pictures. Then he gave me a pop quiz. | had 
to be able to put faces with names. That's not so easy to do with a family of nine, not including Duff. But | 
finally got them down. I've been in Duff's body about three weeks now so I'm getting better at imitating him. | 
wasn't too worried about meeting his family really. They hadn't seen much of him in a year, a lot can change 
about a person in a year. So any mistakes | make will most likely be overlooked. They'll just think it's Duff and 
his LA living. And if they still think somethings off..well.. I'll just have to fucking kill them. 


So | touch down in Seattle and naturally it's fucking raining. | too had lived in Seattle at one point. I'd forgotten 
how dreary the fucking weather was most of the time. But it was the wettest place in the continental US 
afterall. It's really no wonder that Seattle has the highest suicide rate of any other city in the country. | soon 
spot Duff's mom and brother Matt. 


"Welcome home sweety," his mom flies into my arms. | wrap Duff's arms around her and hug back. It feels 


strange to be hugged. I'm not used to happy greetings with hugs and kisses. "Happy birthday son" 


Then Duff's brother Matt hauls me into his arms and hugs the fucking air out of me. "Happy birthday Duffi 
Welcome home baby brother!" 


So after a whole lot of invading my personal space we start to make it to the car. I'm given a rundown of 
events that Duffs missed in the last year. | hear about the family dog being put down because it was 
retaining fluid around its heart. | hear about cousin Jessica getting knocked up in a one night stand. | hear 
about nephew Scott winning a trophy for track. | hear about a brother and a sister getting married. | get told 
about moms best friend dying of cancer. But | play my Duff personality to Oscar levels if | do say so myself. 


At his mom's house all the brothers gather with me on the back patio swilling beer and asking me questions 
about LA. | start telling them about the girls in California and | swear to god they start to drool. They are not 
familiar with the world of silicone and collagen And tanned bodies..well not in Seattle. They poke a little fun at 
me but it's all friendly. | am actually having a good time talking with them. And so far, no one thinks I'm acting 


strange. 


Then dinner stars and we sit down at a super long dining table which is actually two identical tables butted up 
to one another. So sixteen of us sit at the table ranging in age from fifteen to sixty. The kids all eat at a kiddie 
table set up in the living room. I've never seen this many relatives together in one place before. It's like some 


shit you'd see on TV. Who knew these big family gatherings really happened? 


Then it comes time to serve the food. People start grabbing bowls and dishes from the center of the table 
and get their serving, then they pass it to the right until it makes it full circle. I'm fucking starving! Since I've 
been living at hell house | don't eat much. I'm about to dig in when Duff's mom says something about the 
blessing. I've never prayed over food in my fucking life. But naturally I'm the one who gets nominated to do the 
blessing since I've been away so long. Shit. What the hell do people say as a blessing? Think about movies and 
TV Nikki, what do they say? 


Everyone starts taking each other's hands until we're just a circle of conjoined hands. | clear Duff's throat and 
bow his head. "Oh god, thanks for this awesome meal. Bless my family. Bless all those that couldn't be here 
with us today. And please send a record deal my way. Thank-you, This is Duff by the way. Amen" 


They hesitate with the amens and look at me strangely. "Duff must be out of practice," one of his brothers 
laugh. 


"As skinny as he is I'd say he doesn't get the chance to pray over meals very often," another adas. 


| smile, "You try being a struggling musician" And then | take a bite of food. It's amazing. If it isn't then l'm 
fucking half starved. "This shit is awesome," | say aloud and get another bite. 


"Watch your language," Duff's mom says, "Don't think that just because its your birthday that | won't wash 


your mouth out with soap." 


| just smile and continue eating. Conversations strike up on all sides of me and | listen attentively as they talk 
about normal mundane things from the lives of ordinary people who work for a living. So this is what it's like 
to have a family. Like a real fucking family. There's four generations of McKagan's here at the table. There's 
no way I'd ever do something like this with my own family. | don't even have this many immediate family 


members. Duff's a lucky guy. 


Piece OF My Heart 


Piece Of My Heart 
Axl's POV 


Hell house was empty with the exception of Izzy and myself. Nikki's flight from Seattle would be in in an hour. 
Duff had already gone to the Airport. | have no clue where Slash and Steven were. Maybe Nikki ran across 
some new VooDoo book in Seattle. He studied the shit night and day. But he was still no closer to getting our 
conundrum fixed. | thought he was supposed to be some sort of genius or something. So far he hadn't had too 


many good ideas. It's been a month now. l'm starting to think that I'll never be back in my own body again. 


| stand in the kitchen staring out the window as Izzy plays a soft melody on his guitar. It was almost sad 
sounding. And then he starts to sing slowly to himself, "Shed a tear cuz l'm missing you. l'm still alright to 


smile." 


| can't help but turn and look. Just that melody and that one line was so captivatingly sad. Shit, did he write 
that for me? | feel really bad that I've been avoiding him. | just don't know what the hell is going on with me. | 
mean.. Izzy fucked my girlfriend and I'm not even mad about it. If | loved her | would be mad, right? But I'm 
not. Maybe | didn't love her as much as | thought. 


l'm wrapped up in my own thoughts and don't acknowledge that Izzy has stopped playing his guitar. | turn and 


am just inches from my own face. "You scared the shit out of me," | say after jumping. 


Izzy doesn't seem to have a reply. He just looks at me with one of my expressions | cant read. He takes a step 
forward and | take one back and feel the window. | feel Izzy trace my fingers down his arm. He rests the other 
on the window above my shoulder. He's got me pinned. He smiles at me warmly but shyly. And me, | just 


freeze. | try to decipher the expression of mine he's giving me, but | can't. 

"Why can't | just let you go?" He whispers and the backs of my fingers raise to stroke his cheek. My heart 
flutters from his touch. I'd be a liar if i said | didn't like it. The tingles inside , the pounding inside, that shit 
doesn't happen over things you don't like. But liking it is wrong. Its against every moral church taught me. 

| sigh, "lzzy..we shouldn't be doing this.” 

"We're not doing anything," he whispers softly in my voice as he hones my eyes with his. 

"You know what | mean.. You're all up in my space," | gulp. 

Izzy huffs and pushes away from me. He walks to the other side of the room. He pauses and looks back at me. 


The look he has on my face is too full of mixed emotions for me to pinpoint any. He slightly shakes my head. 


‘Im so tired of waiting for you to come around. | was there that night too you know. | saw the look you had. 


You enjoyed it" 


And that was true. | had enjoyed it and that's wrong too. But that's just not something | should tell him. "Yes 
Izzy. | enjoyed it," | nod, "I never said | didn’t.” 


"Then what's the deal? Why do you act like I'm invisible now?" He shrugs my shoulders. 
‘Ive got too much shit on my mind," | look back out the window. 


"Then why won't you talk to me about it? You used to always tell me everything." God the sound of my voice 
when he says that. It's so broken and defeated. But even more than all that, its hurt. 


"That's because it never involved you before," | say softly. 


"Whatever. I'm not gonna hang around here and stare at the back of your fucking head. Happy fucking 
Birthday.” And | hear him going up the stairs. Then | hear a door slamming upstairs. 


| sigh and continue just staring outside at nothing. | wished all of the answers would just hit me..but it just 
doesn't happen. | think | must want a black and white answer but I'm not getting one at all. Perhaps there just 
isn't one. | don't know what the fuck to do. | hated this feeling so fucking much. | hate this whole situation 
Everything was fine before Nikki read those fucking words to that spell. 


The day drags on. Stevie and Slash show up just long enough to change clothes. They're meeting up with Nikki 
and Duff at the airport. Nikki had been in Seattle for Duff's Birthday. They're going to the Cathouse. They 
invited me since today is my birthday. But | just don't feel like going out. They go beat on Izzy's door to invite 
him but he doesn’t answer. Assuming that he's asleep they leave. 


| spend several hours watching TV. Well, staring at the screen My mind is too unfocused to get anything | 
watch. | glance at my watch. Izzy's been upstairs all day. | haven't even heard him walking around. Surely he 
hasn't been asleep all this time. | turn and look at the stairs. He hasn't even come downstairs to give me a fix. 
The dose is so small now that | barely feel it at all. | say in a few days Izzy's body can go cold turkey. But 
right now his body is aching a bit and I've got that hungover feeling. 


He's probably just pissed off at me and wanting me to ask for it. So | get up and head for the stairs. | quietly 
go up them and approach my door. Since Izzy's been in my body it's his room. | knock lightly with the back of 
Izzy's knuckles. But | get no response. So | reached for the doorknob and try to turn it but it's locked. | knock 


louder and more repetitiously. But he still doesn't answer or call out. 
"Izzy, come on, open up. | need a fix!" | call out but am met with dead silenve. "Don't make me kick the door in!" 
But I'm met with sheer silence and fear sweeps through Izzy's body and | almost feel faint. "IZZY!" | pound 


agai n. 


That's it, I've gotta get in this room, something is wrong, | just feel it. So | raise Izzy's leg and start kicking by 


the door knob until the wood splinters and flies open. Izzy's on his back on the bed. | can see a needle in my 
vein and a belt tied around my arm as well. "Izzy!" | rush over to him and slap my face hard trying to wake 
him up. But it doesn't work. Then my eyes fall on an empty prescription bottle. | grab it. It was my Valium. Oh 
god! | press Izzy's ear to my chest to listen for a heartbeat. There's one, but the distance between beats is 
too much. 


| rush downstairs and call “Il. They send an ambulance. | rush back upstairs and hide the heroin in the ceiling 
tiles. | grab my wrists and attempt to sit my limp body up. | cram my finger down my throat and pray Izzy 
throws up the pills. But Izzy's gag reflex isn't even trying to work. The shower! | drag my body into the 
bathroom and hoist him into the tub. | cut on the cold water and smack my face screaming his name. Not 


even a fluttering eyelash. 
"Don't you dare die on me lzzy!! Wake up you son of a bitchll" | scream and cry and shake him frantically. 


But the only thing | accomplish is turning my lips purple. Tears stream down Izzy's cheeks as | panic. | don't 
know what to do! But! keep trying to wake him. | try everything I've seen on tv.That's what l'm doing when | 
hear a cop announce from downstairs that they're coming in. | call out and tell them where we are. Paramedics 


quickly fill the small bathroom pushing me out of the way. 
"Do you know what he took?" They ask me. 
| nod, "Heroin and about forty Valium." 


Then a cop drags me back downstairs and starts asking me a million and one questions. | don't answer a single 
one. | just watch as paramedics come down the stairs with izzy strapped to a gurney. They walk out the front 
door and load him up into an ambulance. | ask the cop where they're taking him but he won't answer my 
questions either. But all | can think about is that Izzy's gonna die. He's still my best friend and he's dying. And 
it's all my fault. 


When You Close Your Eyes 


When You Close Your Eyes 

Izzy's POV 

(Dreaming) 

| awaken to pea green eyes looking back into mine. | smile and he smiles back. He gently kisses my forehead and 
tells me it's time to get up. | wrap him up in my arms and kiss him the way | really wanted him to. My heart 
swells with joy and i can't remember ever being this happy before. | stroke his cheek. "Happy birthday darlin," | 
tell him. "What should we do today?" 

"You're supposed to surprise me," he coos and grinds his pelvis into me. It drives me crazy and | love it. 

"Yeah, but everything | think of is something you don't like so help me out here. What do you want to do?" And 
honestly, my only joy was pleasing him. | lived just to make him smile. He was my entire world My sweetest 
everything. 

"| want to go house hunting. We haven't had addresses since before the record deal. We haven't even started 
spending all that cash yet," he smiles sitting up straight on top of me and circling around one of my ripples. It 


causes goosebumps to form on one side of my body. 


"A house for you or for both of us?" | ask but | know that its for both of us. | just like teasing him and 
playing with him. 


"Don't you want to wake up like this every day?" He asks. 


Of course | did. Nothing could have made me happier. "Yes," | whisper and trace his lips. | move a strand of his 
red silky hair out of his eyes. | never tire of looking into them. 


"Well, you gotta wake up first," he says and unstraddles me. 


| try to get up but my body doesn't feel like cooperating with me. "Just let me lie here a bit longer," | smile 
snuggling into the pillow. 


"Don't force me to take desperate measures Isbell. You know | will" He's smiling, but | know he's serious as a 


heart attack. 
"Five more minutes," | mutter and drift off again. 


| don't know how long Axl lets me lay there. But | wake up to freezing cold water being thrown on me. | jump 


up in shock and feeling like a drowned rat. He just chuckles at me, "You forced me to take desperate 


measures." 
"You are so gonna pay for that," | say getting up on my feet and pealing out of my wet pants. 


"Well you're up now," he laughs. | reach out and grab him. | jerk him to me and start to dry off using his hair 


and clothes as a towel. "Stop! You're getting me all wet!" 

| laugh, "Yeah, how's it feel asshole?!" | kiss him tenderly. 

"Pulse is weak." 

| pull back and look at Axl, "Did you hear that? Are the guys here?" 
"Why the hell would they be here at nine am?" He shrugs at me. 

"| could have sworn | heard someone," | mutter but shrug it off. 


"You're gonna hear me kick your ass if you don't get dressed. Here, | picked you out some clothes, go shower 


while | get dressed..again, Thanks for that." 
“Anything for the birthday boy," | yawn and start for the bathroom. 


| turn on the water and lay my clean clothes on the countertop. | see the mirror start to fog up from the 
steam. | pull back the curtain and step into the shower. | draw in a sharp breath because the water is fucking 
freezing. "Thanks for using all the hot water asshole," | say through chattering teeth as | reach for the soap. 


"Pupils are fixed and non responsive." 


| stick my head out of the curtain but no one's there. Damn, that sounded so real. | hurry up and finish my 
freezing cold shower. | start to towel off. | get dressed and exit the bathroom. The room is pitch black. Theres 
no furniture. No ceiling. No floor. No Axl. What the hell? Did he just leave without me? He didn't even have the 


decency to leave me a fucking note to say where he went. 


"Axe?!" | call out but am met with zero sound. White noise is all | can seem to hear. And pitch black darkness 
is all i can see. Why is it so fucking dark in here? 


"Respiration is slowing, we're going to have to incubate." 


"Is someone there? Who keeps talking? | fucking heard you. | know someone is there," | say but no one answers. 
Its probably Axl playing a joke on me. | feel around for a table or bed. | needed a cigarette bad. But Axl 
probably has them with him. So | head to the door. But for some reason it's not where it's supposed to be. In 
fact, there's no door at all. "Ha ha, funny joke guys." 


"Epinephrine stat." 


"Who the fuck is saying that?!" | look all around me but can't even see my own hand in front of my face. It's 
completely black. Fuck, am | blind? "Axe? Where are you?!" This little joke of his wasn't too goddamn funny now. 
Why the hell would he wake me up just so he could leave. 


"Clear!" 


All of the sudden it feels like a horse kicks me in the chest. What the fuck was that? What in the hell is going 
on here? Why is the bedroom an endless black void? Why do | keep hearing voices of people | don't know? 
Where was Axl? | feel my body surge with the rush of adrenaline. I'm panting like | just ran across California 


‘lve got a pulse." 


Comfortably Numb 


Comfortably Numb 
Slash's POV 


When we all got back to hell house it was just after dawn. We had brought home some chicks from the 
Cathouse. The idea was to fuck them but a note taped to the front door sorta put a hault to our fun. 


"Hey who's that from?" Stevie asks taking his attention away from some strippers neck 


| pull it off the door and read it. Its short and straight to the point. "It's from Axl," | say. "Izzy fucking 


overdosed. He's in the hospital.” 

"What hospital?" Duff quickly asks with worry flashing in Nikki's eyes. 

"Doesn't say," | reply and turn the piece of paper over to see if anything else is written there but its blank 
Nikki looks to Steven, "Start calling the hospital's." 

Steven finally managed to find out what hospital Izzy was in. It was downtown. Nikki had to spring for a taxi to 
get us there. At the hospital they're hesitant to tell us anything. Duff tells them that he's Izzy's brother and 
they finally tell us his room number. We find the elevator and go up to the fourth floor. We search the long 
hallways trying to find his room number. We finally locate it. | gently push the door open | see Axl sitting next 
to Izzy's bed holding his hand with tears streaming down Izzy's cheeks. 

In the bed Axls body lies motionless. There's tubes down his nose and mouth. There's several IV's in his arms. 
A machine by the bed shows the rhythm of his heart, blood pressure, oxygen levels, and makes a beeping 
noise each time his heart beats. Axl is generally pale, but in that bed he matched the sheets. His lips had no 


color at all. | have to remind myself that this is izzy and not Axl. 


"Axe, what happened?" Duff asks and rushes to Izzys side. He gently pushes back Axl's bred hair from Izzy's 
forehead with Nikki's hand. 


"| don't know," Axl cries, " | found him with a needle still in my arm and my empty valium bottle next to him." 
"Did you guys have a fight or something?" Nikki asks. 


‘No..not really. He just went upstairs and didn't come back down. | got worried so | went up to check on him. He 


wouldn't answer the fucking door. It was locked so | had to kick it in," he explains. 


"What do the doctors say?" | ask and sit on the window seal. 


"They got him stabilized but he's in a coma They don't know for how long. It was really touch and go for a 
while. He flat lined a couple times. They gave him counteracting drugs, adrenaline, pumped his stomach..he 


almost fucking died. If | wouldn't have checked on him he would have." Axl says and sounds so incredibly distant. 


Duff sympathetically rubs Axl's shoulders, "Hey you did good. He's not dead. You saved his life. He's gonna be 
ok, he just has to sleep it off" 


Nikki looks at Axl shaking Duff's head in disbelief"You should have seen this coming. He's been trying so hard to 
reach out to you but you just kept pushing him away. What was he thinking?" Nikki asks, "He knows your body 


has no smack tolerance." 

"I somehow doubt he was thinking about that,” | sigh. 

"| don't get it, Izzy's the most careful junkie | know," Steven scratches his arm. 

| watch as Nikki trains his eyes on Axl in Izzy's body. "It wasn't an accident, was it?" He asks. 


Axl covers Izzy's face with his hands and sobs into them. | somehow get the feeling that Axl might be behind 
whatever happened to Izzy. "Axl, what happened?" | ask him. 


Axl just slowly shakes Izzy's head. "I've been avoiding him since that night we.. He's tried to get me to talk 
about it, to tell him where we stand now but | just can't give him answers | don't have. | thought he was just 
going upstairs to sulk. Then you guys came and | thought he had gone to sleep. But he didn't make a sound all 
day. | started to worry just after midnight so | went up to check on him..and | found him. | called ‘Il and tried 
all | knew to try to wake him up but he just wouldn't wake the fuck up. Now he's in a fucking hospital in a 
fucking coma because | was too chicken shit to try to talk things out with him. This is all my fault" 


"Yeah, sounds like it," Nikki nods Duff's head. 

"Nikki," Duff nudges his side. 

"Well, it's probably fucking true," Nikki shrugs. 

Axl just starts to cry all over again. Way to go Sixx. But since he brought it up, it does make sense. I've seen 
the way Izzy tries and the way Axl pushes him away. | watch Izzy mope around looking like the saddest person 
on the entire planet. And Axl has been very quiet and distant to us all. | imagine Izzy figured that a fix would 
make him feel better. But it doesn't explain the fist full if valium he took on top of it. Izzy knows that can be a 
deadly combination. Was he trying to kill himself? 


"I think Nikki's right," Steven says. All eyes dart up to him. "Izzy loves you Axl. Maybe if you told him the 


same none of this would have ever happened." 


"Mind your own fucking business Steven," Axl says in Izzy's monotone voice. 
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But you know what, | agree with Stevie. | mean, obviously Axl was in love with Izzy too or he would have never 
fucked him. But he avoids Izzy like he has the fucking plague. Why would he do that to Izzy? Why couldn't he 
just tell Izzy that he loved him? That's all Izzy wanted, to be able to love Axl and feel him love him back. | 
guess he just got tired of waiting. Maybe it just hurt him too much to carry around all that love and never 
get any of it back. Goddamn Axl could be such a stubborn asshole. 


"lIl never be what he needs," Axl says in Izzy's faintest whisper. "He wants to be with me and | don't know how 


to be with him." 
"Well you better start digging a hole," Nikki smirks, "I don't think Izzy cares to live without you." 


"That's exactly what | mean. This is what my kind of love does to people. | don't want to hurt him. Izzy's my 
best fucking friend" 


"All | can say is l'm sure as hell glad you aren't my friend,” Nikki huffs and walks out the door. 


With A Little Help From My Friends 
With A Little Help From My Friends 
Duff's POV 


It was my day to sit with Izzy in the hospital. We all sit in shifts. It's been four days now and Axl's body still 
lays motionless in a hospital bed. Nurses come in every few hours around the clock and turn Izzy so that 
muscle atrophy doesn't set in. The doctors tell us we should talk to Izzy. He says it sometimes helps. 
Sometimes they even hear you. They seem pretty certain that Izzy's gonna snap out of this coma All we can 


do is just wait for it to happen. 


So when I'm here alone with Izzy | read to him. Mostly Rolling Stone because Izzy doesn't care about much 
more than music. There have been plenty of times that | remember that Izzy has actually gone to the trouble 
of stealing a Rolling Stone magazine because the cover caught his eye. He always says that one day we were 


going to see ourselves on the cover of the Rolling Stone. And maybe we will 


We all pitched in and sent a telegram to Izzys mom telling her that he was in the hospital and not to worry. 
Axl really wanted to call personally, but that wouldn't work when he sounds like Izzy. And none of the rest of 
us knew Izzy's mom personally. Naturally Nikki offered to make the call himself, but | think you can see how 
that would be disastrous. Nikki didn't have a sympathetic bone in his body. 


l'm reading aloud an article on Motley Crue of all things. Maybe l'm doing it for research purposes. Or maybe | 
just wanted to read it since I'm sorta stuck being Nikki. | need to know how he talks to reporters. Plus it's the 
fucking cover story. That means that it has the longest interview. I'm all about killing time because someone in 


a coma is a terrible conversationalist. They never have an opinion on anything. 


"It would appear that debauchery is the law in the Motley camp. Singer Vince Neil, served time in jail for killing 
his passenger in a drunk driving accident. Bassist and band leader, Nikki Sixx, consumes more drugs in a day 
than an entire hippie commune. Drummer Tommy Lee, is often transported by luggage racks because he's too 
wasted to walk. And." I'm interrupted by a cough. | quickly look up and see Izzy pulling the feeding tube from 
his nose. "Izzy no," | say dropping the magazine and grabbing Axls hands that were trying to get the tube out. 


Izzy blinks and looks up at me. He seems confused. He's probably a little fuzzy and thinking that l'm actually 
Nikki at his sick bed. And even fuzzy and freshly out of a coma Izzy knows that Nikki would never be at his 
bedside. 


‘Its me, Duff. I'm still in Nikki and your still in Axl. You've been in a coma four days man. That's just a feeding 
tube. You're in the hospital," | explain to him. 


He nods and starts to relax a bit. | sit back down and he continues pulling out the feeding tube. "You think you 


could get me some real food? I'm sick of fucking baby formula," he says in a very dry raspy voice. His lips are 


dry and cracked. Axls voice wouldn't be right for weeks. At least Izzy's exhibiting that dry humor of his. That's 
gotta be a good sign. 


| smile. "Good, you have an appetite. I'll call the nurse," | say and push the call button. 

"Yes?" A nurse asks. 

"He's awake! And he's hungry!" | say excitedly. 

Moments later a doctor and a nurse come in. The doctor shines lights in Izzy's eyes. He checked his reflexes. 


He tested his motor function skills. He checked his cognitive skills. He seemed pleased and told the nurse to 
bring Izzy some food. The nurse removes a couple of the IV's and takes out his catheter. Then she leaves to 


get his food. 


Izzy looks up at me with Axl's green eyes. "Where's Axl?" He says in Axl's scratchy voice. Axls eyes flutter 
nervously. If | didn't know any better I'd say that Izzy was expecting Axl to be here. But at the same time, 


Axl's the reason Izzy's in the hospital. 
"He was here. He's here every day. He left a few hours ago to go shower and change clothes," | tell him. "He's 


the one who called IIl" He just looks down and slightly nods. "Iz.did you try to kill yourself?" | ask and swallow 
the lump in Nikki's throat. 


He sighs and stares out the window. "Duff.. have you ever been in love with someone who just won't love you 


back?" He basically whispers. 

"No, | guess not," | shake Nikki's head no. 

"Well..it hurts," he says and | see a tear roll down Axl's cheek. 

"He does love you Izzy. | think he's just scared. Mostly of hurting you. He's been a total wreck the last four 
days. He just needs more time is all" | try my best to make him feel better. The guy was suicidal four days 
ago. Right now he couldn't handle anything too heavy. | wanted to give him hope instead of hopelessness. 

"No he doesn't." he slightly shakes Axl's head, "he just doesn't want me. He regrets sleeping with me," he 
mutters still staring out the window as another tear rolls out making a new path. "I really thought that | 


meant something to him. The one night we were together.just the way he look at me." 


"No. He's taking all of this really hard. He blames himself for what you did. He knows he was wrong." | say and 


pray like hell | can reinforce his hope. 
"He feels guilty?" Izzy asks and glances at me. 


"Yeah," | nod. 


Izzy wipes away his tears from Axl's face. "Well tell him | live for him to ignore me another day." 


"Don't be like that.. especially with Axl. I'm telling you, he's really sorry about this. I've never seen Axl like this 
before. He's not eating, he's not sleeping." But Izzy quickly cuts me off. 


"Is that my new job? Wait for Axl? Wait until Axl gets his shit together? Wait until Axl can be in the same 
room as me for more than five minutes? Wait for Axl to get over shit? No Duff. I've been waiting on Axl for 
most of my life. It's been the only fucking thing that | can count on. I'm done. I'm done waiting for Axl. | don't 
have anymore waiting in me. | have nothing left to give." And he sounds like a man that's just exhausted. He's 
given up. 


"You can't give in. You just have to have more patience." 


Izzy slightly smirks Axl's face, "lve been working on a song called that. If you could only understand the irony 


of it" 


| reach for the phone next to Izzy's hospital bed. "I'm gonna let everyone know that you woke up. Axl's been 
going crazy waiting on this." 


Then | feel Axls hand grabbing the phone. "No..not yet," Izzy says shaking Axl's head, "I'm not ready to face 


him. 


[ll Be Watching You 


I'll Be Watching You 
Nikki's POV 


I've been doing a lot of thinking this last week. I've been observing the bonds people form to one another. The 
ever forgiving bond of family seems pretty nice. Bond of blood. When | was at Duff's families house i just 

watched they way they all interacted with one another. They laughed, joked, told stories of the past, and just 
enjoyed being together. | never got all the hype about family and blood being thicker than water. But | think | 
sorta get it now. Even animals form bonds and family. Birds mate for life and when the mate dies the other 


grieves itself to death. Maybe there's people out there that are like birds. 


It opened up this longing in me. | had no clue what | was missing because | never had a family really. Not one 
like Duff's anyway . | guess | never will either. My own family is a lost cause. If | want a family I'm going to 
have to make my own. My own family of little Sixx's. | can't believe I'm actually saying this. | honestly want a 
family. I'm tired of being all alone. Every encounter or interaction | have are just superficial surface 
encounters. There are no true bonds. Tommy comes the closest, but all we do is wreak havoc and be fucked 
up rock stars. There's no true substance to our friendship. Without Motley and drugs | seriously doubt that 


we'd even have a reason to speak to one another. 


I've also been observing the Gunners and their bonds of friendship. They would all lay their very lives on the 
line for each other. They were always there for each other when needed. They always had each other's backs. 
And that's not really how my friendship with Tommy works. He's more of a minion than a best friend. | guess 
he might have my back and put his life on the line for me, but I'm not so sure if | would for him. If there was 
a true bond there | would, right? It only seems logical to think that | would. But | just can't see myself being 
that good of a friend. 


Its been me against the world since | took my first breath of air. By six | knew that the only person that | 
could depend on was me. The only safe and sure bet was on myself. | never gave a shit about making friends. | 
guess | just didn't trust people. | couldn't even trust my own family. If you can't trust family what makes you 
think you can trust friends? So me and my army of one, we just rode solo. But watching the Gunners. see 
that it is probable that you can trust someone besides yourself. | really wished that | had friends like these. 
But they are merely acquaintances to me. | don't think that they really like me all that much. Maybe | have 
Messiah complex and just stand on a pedestal above everyore else. Until more recently | did think | was better 


than everyone else. But now I'm starting to see that l'm not. 


Then there's the Izzy and Axl situation I've never been in love before. Nor have | ever seen the real deal. Not 
until those two. Izzy loved Axl so fucking much that he didn’t think he could take it. | know that he thinks that 
his love is one sided, but it's not. Axl feels something. It's really obvious to everyone except Izzy and Axl. But | 
see the way they both look at one another when they think that the other isn’t looking. Axl is very lucky to 
have someone who thinks the world of him. But he just refuses to see what's right in front of his face. And 


what happens when you love someone so much it hurts and they won't return the same feelings? They try to 
kill themselves. 


| wished | could fathom a love that deep. Loving someone so deeply that life without them just isn't worth 
living. Loving so much that it literally hurts. Every heartbeat hurting. Every breath leaving you aching. | feel 
what | think is empathy for Izzy. He loved Axl so much without any kind of a return and it hurt so much he 
just couldn't live with it. | guess he decided that death was the only thing that could bring him peace. It looked 
pretty fucking awful.. but I'd give anything to experience that. Just knowing that | meant that much to 
someone would be so gratifying. | guess | just haven't met the right person Or maybe | have but they just 


couldn't break down my walls. 


Maybe l'm starting to realize that my walls don't protect me as much as they hinder me. They keep people 
out. How did | expect to have any bonds when | never open my draw bridge so someone can get in? | live in a 
world of people. | can't go my entire life just using them as stepping stones and thinking that they're out to 
get me. | had to stop living in the clouds above everyone. | need to learn how to let my feet touch the ground 
and walk among them. Everyone needs someone else to share their lives with. Someone to share the good 


times and the bad times. Maybe it's not too late for me. Maybe | can turn it all around 


| think for the first time in my life | feel hopeful. | think | can change so that | don't have to be alone anymore. 
| needed a lover who would die without my love. | needed a family that would love me no matter what. | needed 
friends who had my back and encouraged me. | think | get it now, in order to better myself | needed bonds. 
Everybody needs somebody that they can depend on. And I'm no exception to that. | needed people too, | just 
never realized it till now. And | know that | would have never discover such epiphanies in my own body. Being in 


Duff is making my feet tickle the ground. Being in Duff has humbled me. 


Just Like A Pil 


Just Like A Pill 
Axl's POV 


When | got back to the hospital | was quite surprised to see Izzy sitting up in the bed My eyes meet with his 
and | watch all expression leave my face. Duff comes over to me and tries to get me to come out in the 
hallway with him. | watch Izzy turn my eyes away. | get it. Izzy doesn't want to see me. But how the hell can | 
blame him for that? Im the reason that he hurt enough to try to kill himself. l'm the reason for all the pain 
he's feeling. But | so needed to tell him how sorry | was. 


As | struggle against Duff | hear my voice saying, "Duff, it's ok" 


Duff turns Nikki's head to look at Izzy. He nods and let's me go. "I'm gonna go hit up the vending machines," he 
sighs and walks past me and out of the room. | hear the door gently shut behind me. 


| stand there an eternity it seems just looking at him refusing to look at me. I've spent the last four days 
rehearsing over and over again what | would say to him when he woke up. But that perfectly worded and 
polished out speech fails to come to me. Not one single fucking word of it will come to me. Now is my chance 
to fix things but | can't fucking think. It's like one look at him had erased my brain completely. How do you talk 
after such a thing? 


But Izzy's not taking either. He's just staring blankly out the window. | can see my eyes twinkling and brimming 
with tears. Goddamnit, why does he have to cry? Now | feel ten times worse. | know that I'm still hurting him. 
And that's really not what | wanted to do. | didn't like making him cry. | didn't like hurting him. And | sure as 
hell didn't like causing him to be suicidal. Goddamnit, | have to fix this. 


| timidly walk closer to Izzys hospital bed. As | get closer | see the red hospital bracelet that said in bold black 
letters, ‘Suicide Watch’. And it makes me cringe. | can't picture Izzy ever resorting to such a thing. | was the 
suicidal one, not Izzy. But that red bracelet on his arm reminds me that | don't know shit. I'm just a complete 


fucking idiot. A blind stupid fucking idiot. | don't even have the balls to utter the words, ‘Im sorry’. 


A tear rolls down my cheek as Izzy finally turns my head to look at me. "Looking to drive the final nail in my 
coffin?" 


| just shake his head no and stare down at the floor because | can't stand to look at him. It hurts so much to 
look at him and know what | had done. "Izzy.. llim so fucking sorry," | whisper shaking his bowed head in 


disbelief. 


"Are you?" He asks almost sarcastically, "I think you're sorry that | tried to kill myself, but that's it" 


"No its not," | softly say still looking down and shaking his head. 


‘It wasn't me | was trying to kill Axe, it was you. No matter what, | can't fucking escape you. You're there 
every time | look in the mirror. | can still taste you. Every fucking time | close my eyes | see the way you 
looked at me that night. There's nowhere | can go to escape you because | carry you inside me. | wish | could 
just cut you out like a faulty organ. Do you have any idea what it's like to think about someone every waking 


minute? Do you know how it feels to love someone so much that it just slowly kills you?" 
Again, all | can do is shake his lowered head no. 


"I can't be like this anymore Axe," he says in broken words and | hear my sobbing break loose with even more 


tears. | can't help but build up some tears of my own. 

'Izzy.l'm so fucking sorry.. | never wanted to hurt you..it's just.. nobody has ever said to me the things you 
said. Nobody has ever looked at me like that..or touched me like that. | didn't know how to really take it. | can't 
even describe how it all made me feel. l'm scared and confused. | feel like I'm just falling. Izzy.these last four 
days have hurt me much more than you'll ever know. Do you have any idea how empty my world would be 


without you? | need you Izzy. | need you alive and here with me." 


"Now you need me?" He huffs, "You spend weeks pushing me away from you and now you fucking need me? 


What exactly is it that you suddenly need from me?" 

"You," | blink and a tear falls, "I just need you" 

"Why? Because you get off on watching me hurt?" 

'No.no | hate making you hurt," | say as | slowly extend his hand out to touch my hand. 


Izzy just looks down at it as a couple of years splat down on our hands. "And yet you're so good at it," he 
slides my hand out from under his. 


‘Izzy... | felt everything you felt that night. No one has ever made me feel like you did and.and it scared me 
because | didn't know what was happening. didn't know how to be around you after everything | felt that night. 
| know | pushed you away and I'm fucking sorry. | promise to never do that to you again" | gently reach his 
hand up to wipe the tears from my cheek. "Please give me another chance to show you that | can do this.’ 
"That you can do what?" He asks me as my bottom lip quivers. 


"That | can be with you.” 


And he just stares at me like I'm speaking German or something. "And it only took me almost dying for you to 


realize that?" 


"What can | say? I'm a procrastinating fool.” 


He just shakes my head, "You think that just makes everything better? Well it doesn't Axl. It can't take back 
anything thats happened. How can | ever believe you? How do | know you aren't just filling my head with shit 
so | don't try to kill your body and my soul again?" 


| grasp both sides of my face with his hands. "Look in my eyes and you'll see that l'm not lying Izzy. | know 
that noone will ever love me the way you do. | just want to rewind and try again. | can get it right this time. | 


know | can." 


But Izzy just starts to cry again. | climb into the bed and pull my trembling body into his arms. | can feel him 
clenching to my shirt and sobbing so loudly. | stroke my hair and try to shush him. | slightly rock him, but for 
every soothing gesture | make he just breaks down a little more. He tries to speak but he can't get a single 


syllable past the sobs. 


"IFs ok Izzy. It's gonna be great. You're gonna wake up every morning with me in your arms. You're gonna fall 
asleep every night feeling my breath on your chest. Together you and me are going to have the biggest 
fucking band in the entire world We're gonna buy a mansion in Malibu. We're gonna travel and see this world 
together. | promise I'll never push you away ever again. From now on I'll only pull you to me. | promise to never 
hurt you again. These are the last tears you're ever gonna need. | promise." And | truly meant that. | wanted 
to be with Izzy and feel what | felt that night every night. When I'm with him | feel whole. Everything makes 
sense around him. When he's in my arms | have no confusion. All wrongs get righted. Everything beyond the 
two of us just becomes trivial bullshit. And like the lightning bolt that traded our souls a revelation hits me 
again. This is love. Real love. Love of the highest degree. 


Changes 


Changes 
Nikki's POV 


Izzy came out of his coma. He will be coming home to hell house tomorrow. Axl is with him at the hospital. 
Duff returned and said that when he last saw they they were both in Izzy's bed clinging to one another and 
crying. So Duff quietly left and came home. Since that little drama had resolved itself | decided to go for a 
walk. That's something that | can't do anymore in my own body. But as Duff, I'm just another face in the 


crowd. 


| had forgotten about the trivial little things in life like being able to walk down the street without bodyguards. 
Being able to actually go in clubs and listen to the music without spending all my time signing autographs. | 
forgot how peaceful being a nobody could be. | find myself feeling this strange sort of freedom in Duff's body. 
| wasn't a heroin addict. | wasn't a rock star all catered to and pampered. | wasn't the leader of Motley Crue. | 
didn't travel in limos with bodyguards. | didn't have chicks lining up to fuck me or suck me. There's no hotel 
suites. No Egyptian cotton sheets. No airplanes. No stadiums. No lights flashing in my eyes. No ringing in my 


ears from our obnoxiously loud shows. Im just a guy walking down the street. 


| felt like the chip had been knocked off my shoulder. | guess all the responsibility and privileges of my normal 
life stressed me out. It made me an unyielding asshole. There were so many demands all the fucking time. 
Fucking meetings to go to. Fucking papers to sign. The weight of my entire world rested on my shoulders and 
my shoulders alone. | don't have anyone helping me out. | don't have assistants, but | needed them. But now 


that weight rests on Duff. In a weird sort of way, this is like a vacation. 


But vacations always have to end. And | know it eventually will end. I'll get my body back and my life would 
continue where | left off. I'd go back to being Nikki Sixx. | would resume control of my empire. And I'd strap 
that weight back on my back and do my best to stay sober. But | know that | can't stay sober with my 
lifestyle. It doesn't work sober. And that's a shame because | like not having that addiction strapped to my 
back along with everything else. But tonight I'm not Nikki Sixx. | guess | just wanted to enjoy it while it lasted, 
you know? | like how peaceful | feel inside Duff's skin. 


| walk a long time with no specific destination in mind. | don't even really pay much attention to where I'm even 
at. | just stare down at the pavement and walk. Pretty soon | find out that my feet have taken me to the red 
light district. Girls start coming up to me trying to sell their bodies to me. Granny's wink at me and blow me 
kisses. Pimps lurk in the shadows with their eyes on their investments. Drug dealers run up to cars at stop 


lights selling their shit. 


My eyes fall on a girl across the street. She's wearing a tight sequence mini skirt and a bikini top. Her arms 
wrap around her torso and she's shaking. It's chilly tonight. Her ankles wobble when she tries to walk in her 
heels. | don't know what compelled me to cross the street but | do. As | get closer to her | can see that her 


makeup is running. She's been crying. | also tell she cant be much more than fourteen or fifteen. Her hair is 


pulled back into a pony tail and | can see fingerprint bruises on her neck. 
Her eyes flutter into mine. She Clearwater throat and asks me, "You looking for a date mister?" 


"How much?" | ask. Not because | wanted to fuck her, but because | was curious about how much she was 


peddling her ass for. 

"Twenty five. If you just want me to suck it it's ten. You want both, thirty." And | notice her nervously 
scratch her arm. Its then that | see the scabs and bruises on her arm. Just a baby and she's a junkie. Alone 
out here selling her ass for pennies. 

With the flick of Duffs head | motion her to follow me. She walks next to me with her head hung and 
shivering. Don't ask me why but | take off Duff's jacket and drape it over her bare shoulders. She looks a little 
shocked but mumbles ‘thanks’. We walk a few blocks and she starts getting antsy. "How about this alley?" She 
motions. 

| shake Duff's head and continue walking. | stop outside of a diner and open the door. | have to motion her 
inside to even get her to move. The waitress stares at us but leads us to a booth with menus in her hands. | 


sit down and so does the girl looking rather apprehensive. 


"Order whatever you like," | say and open the menu. She does the same. "I'm Nikki by the way," | tell her and 
know that | was supposed to say Duff. 


"Amber," she whispers softly. 

"You're not IB are you?" | ask. 

She doesn't say anything. She just sniffles and wipes her nose. 
"How long since you fixed?" | ask. 


She puts her arms down at her side suddenly and just acts speechless. "What do you know about it?" She 
finally managed to ask. 


"More than | care to admit honey," | say and scan the menu some more. "You're starting to get sick, aren't 


you?" 
She just nods with her eyes fixated on the menu. | see tiny sparkling beads of sweat forming on her forehead. 
"How about something chocolate?" | ask. | knew that sweets were the junkies diet of preference. 


She nods. "Then we do this?" She asks. 


| don't want that. | just.! just wanna help you. Don't worry, I'll still pay you for your time. How much for the 
rest of the night?" 


"A hundred," she says flatly glancing up at me. 
| chuckle, "You really don't know how it charge for this line of work do you? Do you just do it for the habit?" 
"What's it to you mister?" She furrows her brows. 


"Nikki. My name is Nikki," | remind her. "I'll tell you what Amber, I'll give you a grand for the night and a hotel 


suite." 

"| thought you said you didn't want to." 

"| don't. | just get the feeling that you have nowhere else to go. If you do..you know whatever. 
"No," she says softly. "Why are you doing this?" 


| lean back and smile. | had no fucking clue what | was doing. | just wanted to help her. Maybe it's Duff coming 


out in me. "Just looked like nobody has been nice to you in a while." 


| Feel Good 


| Feel Good 
Duffis POV 


This incredible, undeniable boredom has come over me. I'm sitting here at hell house trying to watch TV, but 
Axl and Izzy are fucking cuddling up on the couch together. Every now and then they share a smile or a 
romantic kiss. Normally | would be smiling like this is great. But I'm not. I'm fucking bored, half drunk, and sorta 
feeling pissed off. | think it's a side effect to being in Nikki's body. It might be my soul but its Nikki's brain and 


whatever fucking out of balance chemicals he has floating around in there. 


| can't speak for everyone else, but its been my observation that the longer that | stay in Nikki's body, the 
more l'm starting to feel like him. Like I'm becoming him. And | don't know if this is supposed to be happening 
or what. | mean nobody else has mentioned that they feel like they're becoming whose body they inhabit. 


Maybe it's just me. Maybe l'm imagining it all. Maybe | just ran across some untapped emotions in my psyche. 


But one thing I'm certain about is the fact that if | hear one more smacking kiss im totally gonna go off on 
these two. And | don't want to do that, Izzy's fresh out of the hospital from a suicide attempt and he finally 
looked happy. | didn't want to piss all over his parade. But | seriously can not take being around the lovebirds 
right now. | needed to get the fuck out of here. Like now. Seriously. I'm seconds away from cutting off their 
appendages and setting fire to them. | think it's best if | get the fuck out of here. 


| quickly spring to Nikki's feet. Axl and Izzy both look at me. "l. | gotta go," | abruptly say and rush out the 


door. 


| get outside and breathing in the fresh smog. Definitely better out here. But | still feel this nagging boredom 
feeling. | just don't know what to do with it. | light up a cigarette and start for the strip. | don't make it far 
before a couple of girls come running up to me squealing. They want Nikki's autograph naturally. | for a 
moment forget whose body | possess. Nikki has to have bodyguards in public. Maybe | can get by without 
them. 


| pass by a couple hookers at the end of the street. | don't know what the fuck comes over me but | grab one 
by the ass. | pull the other into my arms and kiss her. | wink at them and walk away. | can hear them giggling 
and asking each other if | was Nikki Sixx. That was really fucking bold of me. I'm lucky some pimp didn't try to 
shank me for sampling the goods without paying. 


So | end up at the Cathouse. | get ushered into the VIP room and brought a bottle of champagne. Wow. Then in 
come the strippers. They caress me, sit in my lap and do basically anything they can to get my attention and 
get me to shove money at them. | don't have the heart to tell them I'm not Nikki and that I'm flat fucking 
broke. But as luck would have it, they're more concerned with bragging rights. They just wanna be able to say 
they gave Nikki Sixx a lapdance. Ok, fucking fine by me. 


Don't ask me how, but | end up sucking on this perfect silicone rack while some other chick blows me. Like 
right her in the VIP room. Who knew being Nikki had such perks? I'm like really into this shit. When those two 
chicks finish me off there's another set waiting in the wings which quickly take their place. These two make 
out with each other until they see I'm getting hard again. So | bend one over while the other licks my ass. Now 
that one is new to me, but hey, I'm totally game for some reason. I'm not normally into much more than 


average, boring, plain old missionary sex. But tonight..Fuck, I'm an animal. 


| lose track of how many strippers | actually go through tonight. But when my gut starts to ache from 
cumming so much | decide to call it a night. So | get up, thank the girls, tell them all good night, then fucking 
hell breaks loose. Now they're thrusting palms out at me wanting cash. | try to get past them but you'd be 
surprised how buff these bitches are. And there's like ten of them. Naturally they drag the club owner and 
security into the middle of it. They let me get by cuz they think I'm Nikki who is apparently a valued 


customer. 


So | leave before | get beat up by strippers. I'm drunk as shit. | snort a little coke to level out. | get hit up for 
several more autographs before | finally make it to the Roxy. There's a line to the end of the fucking block. 
But | remember, I'm Nikki fucking Sixx tonight. | walk right to the front of the line. The door man doesn't say a 
single word, he just unclasped the rope and let's me go right on in. Inside, more autographs, more free drinks. 


It's kinda ironic that when you're rich everything comes free. 


| end up so fucking hammered that | can't make it to the bathroom for a piss. So | stand up, unzip my fly, 
whip out Nikki's dick and piss on the bar. And would you believe that | actually get away with it? And that's 
nothing! Then | start breaking out lines of coke on the bar. | even give one to the bartender. Damn, they really 
let Nikki get by with fucking murder. I'd never get by with any of this shit in my own body. Nor would | 
probably feel compelled to try. But in Nikki.man | feel ten feet tall and bullet proof. 


When the bar closes the club owner calls me up a limo and has security help me get in the motherfucker. | 
don't tell the driver where l'm going but he seems to fucking know. The movement of the limo and a belly full 
of 80 proof doesn't go together well. Puke spews out of me all over the back of this limo. I'm talking projectile 
puke man. And | could give a fuck what anybody could think about it. | totally don't give a flying shit about 
anything. 


So | pass out. When | sorta start coming to | find I'm walking and clinging to the chauffeur. He's walking me up 
to a house. Wait, this ain't hell house. Where the fuck has he taken me? But as | stagger closer | see I've been 
safely delivered to Nikki's house..but then, | am Nikki. | get in the front door with apparent help from Satan 
since the entire world is just spinning and my eyes are jerking back and forth like the world has a twitch. | try 
fucking with the goddamn alarm but | can't see the fucking numbers, much less hit such a tiny target when 
everything keeps moving. Then | land on my ass and a couple seconds later the fucking sirens go off in this 


motherfucker. Fuuuuuck. 


Luckily Nikki rushes out of his room. He steps over me and presses in a code. Then his phone rings. He 


answers. It's apparently the security company cuz he tells them everything's fine, gives a password and hangs 


up. He props my shoulder against the wall and folds my arms. He looks down at me smirking. 
"Fun evening?" He asks. 


| just fall back on the floor laughing with Nikki's manic hyena laughter. Fuck yeah it was a fun evening. 
Definitely worthy of note! Something to write home about for sure. | can't believe l'm saying this, but | like 
being Nikki. | get to be as bad as | wanna be. | get free shit out the yin yang. And girls.my god the fucking 
girls! | don't know why | haven't taken advantage of this shit before now. 


Love Gun 


Love Gun 
Izzy's POV 


What do you get when you cross an empty house with a raging libedo? Fucking fun, thats what. I've been out 
of the hospital a few days. | feel [00% recovered. Even my own body in Axls care is no longer addicted to 
heroin I've got Axl holding me and everything is right with the world. This is as good as it has ever gotten for 
me. Im like so happy I'm smiling like a fourteen year old who just got stoned for the first time. 


My head is resting in Axls lap. He's twirling my fingertips around my nipple. | smile up at him and he smiles 
back. Maybe | really did kill myself cuz there's no way in hell this shit could be real. No way. This is heaven 
l'm certain of it. That's the only explanation | have of why I'm cuddling with Axl and he's actually touching me. 
When | look at him my face seems genuinely happy. And you can't even rate my happiness right now. 


I'd waited so fucking long for this. So many years | told myself it was all in my head, that something was 
wrong with me for falling for Axl. Then once | realized | honestly did love him, | spent more years swallowing it 
all down and keeping it locked inside of me. Then this soul swap thing happened and the opportunity arose for 
me to finally tell him, after so goddamn many years. And | was hopeful for the first time that maybe he 
cared for me too. Then that magical night came. It was even better than this little slice of heaven l'm indulging 
in right now. But with the dawn of the next day it turned into a nightmare. Every time | looked at him | could 
see the regret on my face. Fuck it hurt so much. | felt like a complete idiot for getting my hopes up so high. It 
broke my heart every time Axl pushed me away, avoided me, or looked away from me. And it's basic 
psychology that when one person loves another but the other person doesn't love them back, you get one of 
two outcomes. Anger or depression. | guess | went with depression and took it to the enth degree. 


But honestly, | was more homicidal than suicidal. It really was Axl that | was trying to kill. My soul inhabiting 
his body was just a convenient bonus. It hurt too much to be in the body of the person | loved. Everything 
reminded me of him because | was him. That's a pretty unique situation there. Just trust me, it sucks not 
being able to escape from the one who makes you feel rejected. They're there every time you look in a mirror. 
They're there when you use your hands. They're there when you walk. There when you shit, shower, and 
shave. There's no escaping them. So if you can't have them you try to destroy them. Or yourself. Or in this 
oddly unique situation, the both of you. 


And when | woke up in the hospital | honestly got mad that | was still alive. | started plotting ways of how to 
finish myself off. | was just waiting for Duff to leave. Instead Axl showed up. Its probably a good thing cuz | 
was seriously gonna try again to finish what | started. Now it all seems so stupid. What a fucking drama queen 


| was being. That's shit Axl would do. But | did it. I'm glad it didn't work. Well | guess it worked in mysterious 
ways. Because of it I've got Axl. Talk about fucking reverse psychology, right? 


| look up at my face but all my mind sees is Axl. He looks down at me. "What?" He asks. 


"I just want to thank you for saving my life. | was stupid to do with | did. I'm sorry for giving you such a 


scare." 
"Promise me you'll never do that to me again," he whispers and runs my fingertips across his lips gently. 


"| promise," | whisper back and kiss my fingertips. | close his eyes and just give in to the ghostly ministrations 
of my fingertips across his body. Thank god I'm alive for this. Look what | would have been missing out on. 


"Izzy?" 
"Hummm?" | purr. 


"Once..back in Indiana, maybe eleventh grade.. | watched you fucking some girl out behind the band hall. | 
remember that | was actually watching you and not her. She looked good and all, nice tits tight ass.but it was 
you | couldn't stop looking at. And | honestly never read anything into it. But now.. maybe | did want you all 


along." 


"Really?" | smile, "Damn | could have totally been suave enough to be your first too. | had game in highschool. 


Plus, that would have made you my first guy. Fucking hindsight" 


"I think things played out exactly as they were supposed to," he smiles down at me and strokes his cheek 


gently. 


Mmmm God how | love hearing him say things like this to me. Maybe we were star crossed lovers since birth. 
Took a long time to get up in synch, but we are now. And everything feels fucking perfect. This is the greatest 
high I've ever felt and I'm as sober as a judge. I'm high on love. High on life. High on Axl. And | pray to all that 


is holy and promise my soul to all that's not, that | never ever ever want to come down 

"|22?" 

"Mmmm?" 

"Are you strictly a top kind of guy?" He timidly asks. 

"Nope, I'll bend whatever way you want me to darlin 

And he blushes. | kinda look cute when I'm embarrassed. So | assume Axls imagining what it would be like to 
fuck me. He's only been on the receiving end, so his curiosity it expected. I'll gladly oblige that curiosity if he 
wants. Though | do know my dick is bigger and his body's not used to accommodating a dick up his ass. Then 


there's the fact that he's never done it before..Fuck it, I'm game. I'm game for anything on this earth that 
involves Axl. I'll do anything for him. 


No Sleep Til Brooklyn 


No Sleep Til Brooklyn 
Slash's POV 


Man, | don't know what the fuck is going on anymore. Axl and Izzy are like a couple now. You have no clue how 
awkward and sudden this shit seems. | mean.. I've seen them both fuck at least a hundred chicks each. Now 
they're suddenly what? Gay? When exactly did this shit just transpire? Maybe it's got something to do with 
the whole body switch thing. Maybe it was just a tactic to try to get their own bodies back. If so, | don't think 
its working. Plus Izzy's body is heroin free now. Yet they still remain in the wrong body. As cuddly and in awe 
of each other as they've been.. | don't think that they're really sweating trying to get back to normal. It's like 


it doesn't even matter to them anymore. 


But that's not even all the weirdness going on around here. Duff has become this spontaneous unpredictable 
guy. Normally he'd be the nicest person you could ever hope to meet. He's the guy always solving disputes. 
He's the guy who helps an old lady with her groceries. He's that friend who you can always depend on to be 
there for you. The one who will sit up all night with you and get drunk. The one who always lightened heavy 
situations. But now.. | don't even fucking know. He's doing shit like fucking two and three chicks at a time. He all 
but lives at the fucking Cathouse. He's Been getting all drunk and coked up and starting fights. He just says 
whatever he wants to people. It's like that voice of reason that tells you, hey you shouldn't say that is broken, 
It's like. like he's becoming Nikki or something. Or maybe Nikki's fame is getting to his head. 


Stranger still is Nikki. Usually Nikki is a grade A asshole. He's probably the most selfish person in LA. His 
biggest fan is himself. He's honest at least, but it's brutally honest. Like telling Axl it was his fault Izzy tried to 
kill himself. He doesn't give a shit about anybody's feelings. He struts around with his nose so high that he'd 
drown in a rainstorm. He uses people. He cheats people. He acts like a god that everyone should just worship. He 
only considers me a friend because | like to party on the same substances as him. But lately.If he sees a bum 
sitting on a sidewalk he gives them whatever change may be floating around in his pockets. Waiting in line to 
buy cigarettes he'll let anything female go before him. He's added two words to his vocabulary too, please and 
thank you. He's been so fucking nice and that's just not Nikki. He's not making jokes on Axl and Izzy. He's not 
wreaking havoc on Duff's body. Honestly, he's turning into a human being. 


Shit just gets weirder and weirder around here. That VooDoo guy talked in fucking riddles. Why couldn't he just 
say, "Ok, this is what you fuckers need to do". Like really, we need step by step instructions for this shit. 
Cause whatever the guys are trying ain't fucking working. It's been over a month! Axl and Izzy are fucking, 
Izzy's fucking Erin and pretending to be Axl, Nikki's fucking some chick from a VooDoo book store, and Duff is 
fucking anything with a heartbeat. | am all for sex, but really? There's gotta be something more than sex to 
getting their souls back into the right bodies. But it's like they've just forgotten about the whole thing. They've 
gotten wrapped up in being the person their souls are in. Everything is just slowly changing day by day. It's like 
Axl turned into some fluff bunny. Izzy's like too cool , calm, and collected. Nikki's taking a stab at sainthood. And 
Duff is obviously possessed by something dark and mischievous. 


| guess me and Stevie need to take matters into our own hands cause these guys aren't. Maybe we would be 
able to avoid the distractions that were constantly blind siding them. Ok, so maybe | need to. Steven is no 
Braniff. He wouldn't know how to research anything but drugs. | just know somethings gotta give and it's gotta 
do it soon | cant take this shit anymore. It's worse than Alice In Wonderland on Acid! 


Love Of A Lifetime 


Love Of A Lifetime 
Axl's POV 


Again my entire world reduces to nothing but Izzy in my bed in and an empty void of space and time. No 
relevance. No meaning. Just Izzy. Seriously, there's absolutely nothing else. There is no girlfriend to keep up the 
pretenses of normality. There's no band/room mates despite the house being full of them. There's no VooDoo 
cloud hanging over me. Getting my own body back is so trivial that it hasn't crossed my mind in some time. 


My world has been starting and ending with Izzy. 


And now | have him splayed across my bed without a stitch of clothing on. And that sight makes the seven 
wonders of the world seem unimpressive and bland. | know realistically that its my body, but | just don't even 
see me anymore. My fingers trace his skin so tenderly as if he was an extension of myself. And his scratchy 
fingertips cross every inch of me. When we kiss theres just no way to find the words to describe it. It's this 
magical feeling. Me move together so fluently that it's as if we'd been kissing like this our whole lives. As if 


there had never been any other sets of lips to need a comparison. 


Izzy had told me that he liked both top and bottom. And | really wanted to experience the feeling of being 
inside Izzy. To be in control. To have him writhing beneath me and his pleasure being in my hands. | knew how 
that felt, to have Izzy be the one responsible for my orgasm. Now | wanted to see if | could do the same to 


him. 
"What are you waiting for?" Izzy pants between kisses. 
| smirk down at him, "For you to beg" And | slide my tounge across his neck 


He growls and pulls me down on him for another kiss that steals my breath away. | did want him. | wanted to 
cut to the chase so fucking bad. But | really loved having all this power and control over him and the entire 
situation. | wanted to be the animal craving he longed for. | wanted him to want me so bad his body trembles 
the same way mine had. | want him to almost shed tears because he wants me so bad. | just pray my own 


resolve is strong enough to wait. I'm not nervous this time. This time | kinda have a better idea of what to do. 
Then Izzy takes be by surprise and flips us so that he's on top of me. He stretches my arms above my head 
and groans as he nips at the nape of my neck. "You forget that I'm stronger in your body. | can take you 
anytime | want. But I'm trying really hard to be all submissive for you. But if you don't goddamn fuck me in 
the next thirty seconds I'll just help myself” 

| smile, "If you call that begging you suck Isbell." 


"| don't beg darlin, but if it makes you feel better, fuck me. Please." And he grinds into me. 


So | flip us again. | dip my tounge into his mouth and reach my hand down between us. Izzy breaks the kiss. 


"This is the part where lubrication is needed. Spit will do just fine," | can't help but laugh at how eager he 


sounds. 


So | sit up on my knees and run spit all over my dick, very slowly as he watches biting his lower lip. He raises 


his knees and raises his hips. "Just slow ok, my dick is bigger than yours", he nods. 
"Gee thanks," | frown. 
"Don't get mad, l'm just saying.. you can do some damage with that thing if you're not careful." 


| bend over him and kiss him softly. | start guiding myself to his entrance with my right hand. | slowly push 


the head in and Izzy pulls away from my lips to wince. "You ok?" | ask looking at him with concern, 
He nods, "Yeah, should have probably done some prepping first." 

"You want me to?" | ask. 

He vigorously shakes his head no. "No. | can't wait that long. Just be still a second” 


So we kiss some more. Every so often | slide in a little more. One inch at a time. | can't believe how tight it is 
this way. Honestly, | don't know how pussy has worked for me all these years. And nothing could ever come 
after Izzy. Then it hits me, this is the only forever | want. Once I'm finally hurried to the hilt | stroke his 


cheek gently and give him a tender kiss. | pause and take a moment to stare into his eyes. "Izzy..! love you." 


Then everything starts spinning. Faster and faster like some ride at an amusement park. I'm dizzy and my 
vision starts to black out. And | know that whats happening to me is happening to Izzy to. We just grab on to 
one another for dear life and try to ride this crazy ride. | eventually close my eyes because everything starts 
to look like traders from an acid trip. Then, as suddenly as it begins it stops. | open my eyes and see Izzy 


staring down at me in confusion. 

"Axe," he whispers and | realize that it's his own voice. 

| look down at my arms and see my tattoos. | remember that | was on top a minute ago. Now I'm on my back 
and..Holy fucking shit! I'm back in my body! That's all it took? Telling Izzy that | love him? Izzy smiles at me in 
Awe. We did it! We beat the spell! Our souls are back in our own bodies! 


"Izzy," | gasp. 


"That's it darlin, you just had to realize that you loved me! You switched us back!" He hugs me and kisses me 


over and over and tells me how much he loves me and how long he's waited to hear me tell him that. 


What's Going On 


What's Going On 
Nikki's POV 


Ok Can somebody please explain to me why the fuck Axl and Izzy managed to get their bodies back? Axl got 
izzy clean. Ok, i get that. Izzy confessed that he loved Axl. And | get that too. The only answer | can come up 
with is that Axl had to get over his homophobic tendencies and admit to Izzy that he loved Izzy just as much 
as Izzy loved him. Got that shit too. Buy | still don't get it. Whatever their fucking case, they're fixed, cured, 
transformed. And l'm still stuck inside of McKagan with all these strange side effects like niceness, patience, 
rationality, and overall goodness. | mean my body is sober now. Well of smack anyhow. Duff's premature 
ejaculations are improving, so what the fuck gives? Why the hell haven't we been changed back yet? What are 


we missing here? We gotta be overlooking something vital and right under our noses. But what? 


| mean, I've fucking read every Voo Doo book available. | dated a chick in the hopes of getting myself into some 
Voo Doo circle. But it was all just a waste of my fucking time. | know getting sober was my thing to overcome. 
| know Duff's was premature ejaculation. But what the fuck secrets have we buried in our souls? What the 
fuck was Duff hiding? What didn't he have the balls to admit? What the fuck ever it is he needs to fess up! 
l'm goddamn sick of pretending to be Duff. | hate his shitty bed, | hate his even shittier house/ roach motel. | 
hate his complex bass lines. | hate how fucking nice he is. | hate his fucking blonde hair. And most of all | hate 
fucking Vodkal 


And Duff, he's mainly been enjoying the spoils of being me. But | have no clue what secret he's keeping to 
himself. Truth of the matter is that | think he's really enjoying being me. | think he likes the power that comes 
with the job of being me. He likes how people cater to his every whim. He likes having pussy on tap. He likes 
not giving a fuck what people think. He likes how he can treat them like shit and they still fucking love him for 
it. | know what it's like. The powers addictive and it certainly goes to your head. But now | know, having lost 
that power, that it's all fake fucking bullshit. It's not respect. It's not fear. It's money. When you have money 
everyone is your best fucking friend. But it's all just a fake illusion. 


Then there is the very slight off chance that Duff's in love with me. Let's hope not because he'd be wasting 
his fucking time. We aren't Axl or Izzy, and this damn sure ain't Romeo and Juliet. Duff is completely shit out 
of luck if he has his eyes set on me. If that's his secret it's sure as hell one sided. If it takes me saying the 
words | love you to Duff..well looks like l'm just gonna spend the rest of my days as Duff McKagan. Fuck it. 


Fame bores me anyway. Duff seems to love it. He can fucking have it. 


Duff's life is so simple and honest. He has a family that loves him. He have friends who would go to the mat 
for him anytime. And Duff's a real gentleman, He's every fucking thing l'm not. He has a genuine heart. So 
much so that people tend to walk all over him. I'd never really felt liked until | came to be trapped in Duff's 
body. | never knew what a friend was really like. | sure as hell didn't know how real families worked. And | 


actually liked the feeling of being part of a real family. 


My thought process gets broken by Steven plopping down next to me. "Trying to figure out how to get back in 
your body?" 


| roll my eyes at his completely remedial question. What the fuck else would | be thinking about? "Yes," | sigh 
audibly. 


"'ve had theories about that for a while now," he nods and sips his beer. 


"l'm not in the mood for company right now. l'm thinking about adult shit," | say and try to shoo him away 
with the flick of Duff's wrist. 


He jumps up annoyed, "Why won't anybody ever listen to me? | was fucking right about Axl and Izzy!" He 


starts to storm off. 


"Right about what?" | ask turning to face him. Mildly curious out of sheer fucking boredom. l'm sure whatever 


he comes up with is sure to make me laugh at least. 


"About what it took to get them back to normal," he sighs exasperatedly. He rolls his eyes at me again and 
pulls the beer up to his lips for another sip. 


"How so?" | ask raising Duff's curious eyebrow. Who knows, maybe he's an idiot savant like Einstein or 


something. 


"You're the fucking genius. You figure it out," he snaps and storms out of the room. 


In The Arms Of The Angel 


In The Arms Of The Angel 
Izzy's POV 


| keep thinking that | dreamt the whole crazy soul swapping thing, but then | roll over and Axl's still there. He 
hangs on to me as if he thinks that | might actually be a dream to him too. But this isn't a dream. This is 
really real and | never thought that I'd get this. I've never been happier or felt so comfortable in my own skin 
I'm not spending all my time obsessing over Mr Brownstone or having wild fantasies about Axl. This is reality. 
Its for real and nobody can take it from me. This is my every desire, wish, fantasy, and longing rolled into 


some tangible reality | never dreamed possible. 
g P 


| lightly push back a strand of his red hair and lightly trace his jaw. His sleepy eyes part and a soft smile 
comes to his face. "I didn't mean to wake you up. | just sometimes forget that I'm not dreaming," | whisper to 


him. Taking in the warmth of his skin. 


‘I'm real," he whispers softly and places his hand over mine and nuzzles his cheek into it. His eyes close as he 
loses himself in the touch of my skin next to his. And part of my heart swells and throbs from his want of 


my touch. 


"You're my angel," | whisper still circling my thumb over his cheek. "Did you know that? You saved me from 
myself. You got me sober and give me a reason to stay that way." My eyes look at him awe. It had seemed 
like such a long time since | had found myself lost in those green eyes. I'd missed his smooth milky white skin 
And that red hair, like spun gold in a sunset, had haunted my dreams more times than | care to remember. 


And now here he is, mine and with me. How could this not resemble a beautiful dream? 


"Izzy," he whispers my name and traces my lips, "because of you | know what it feels like to be loved. | was so 
alone. | thought | was unlovable. You showed me how much it means to be loved. You saved me too and | didn't 
even know | needed to be saved. You're an angel Izzy. In your arms | feel like | just fly away from this world." | 
can see how carefully he searches for the right words to really convey the depth of his feeling for me in a 

way | might be able to relate to. And | did l'm living it too. But no one has certainly ever referred to me as an 


angel before. 


| bend over him and kiss him softly. "I will always be there to wrap my wings around you when you're scared. 
And I'll fly you away from this world and to one that's just you and me. I'll never leave you darlin. | could 
never love anyone but you." And | knew this wasn't pillow talk. lim not saying this out of obligation. I'm not just 
saying it in a generic form that we've all been guilty of using some time or another. This was my soul 


speaking. | will love him till my dying breath. | have no doubt about that. 


"And now | know that | could never love anyone else either," he says pulling my face to him for a deeper kiss. 


And in my head there's fireworks, a marching band, a choir, operatic singers, twenty one gun salutes, and 


rainbows. This is it. This is my reason for being. My world is Axl. | thank whatever sweet Voo Doo made him 


mine. 


His velvety fingertips glide down my ribs and | feel the goosebumps forming all over my body. His fingers 
continue down the dip in my waist, up and across my hip and down the side of my thigh. His eyes take in every 
inch of me as his fingers cross it. | guess like me, he's having to familiarize himself with my body. So far all of 
our interactions had been while our souls were trapped in each other's bodies. It's like every touch, every kiss, 
it's all like its happening for the first time. There's nothing quite like the feel of something new. 


| run my hands through his silky red hair and kiss him with all my heart. He lightly moans in my mouth and | 
feel his hand grasping my hip and he grinds into me. | just read his mind and roll over onto my back. He 
straddles me in almost the same movement. His green eyes sparkle down at me as his hands glide down my 
chest and tight stomach. My eyes roll back just from the touch of him. His hands took me straight to heaven. 
No amount of smack, not even of the purest of quality could ever compare to the love | feel right now. And 
feeling it back is almost unimaginable bliss. There was a time when | could never fathom this. It was nothing 


more than a hopeful daydream. But this isn't a daydream anymore. My love is returned ten fold. 


Axl puts his knees between my thighs and parts my legs. His hands rest at my knees as he just stares at me 
with this love in his eyes that not even Shakespeare could poetically describe. | don't even need him to say 
words in a feeble attempt to try. His eyes tell me more honestly and with an understanding better than any 
flowery words ever could. | pull myself up to his lips by his hips and our tounges dance so beautifully together 
that there is no name for this dance. No two sets of lips pressed together could ever share as much love as 


ours does. 
| want you," Axl whispers so softly across my lips before taking them again 


And | wanted him just as much. My body is his to do with as he wishes with. There's nothing he could do that 
wouldn't bring my mind body and soul exquisite pleasure. When you really love someone sex is different. It's 
truly becomes an act of love. An expression of the strongest feelings possible. It's equal in give and take. And 
the emotions that mingle with the physical intensify it in a matter that's unable to be compared to empty sex, 
no matter how great the sex is or how hard you cum. It's nothing without love. It's purely indifferent and in 
the end you just feel ambivalent because that's how you feel when you feel nothing. But the real deal.. 


indescribable. 


| hold his face to mine as | lean back down onto my back. From the corner of my eye | can see Axl sliding open 
the door to the nightstand. He sits back up on his knees and | see that he has a bottle of lube in his hands. He 
uncaps it and squeezes some out onto his fingertips. He slowly strokes it over his rock hard dick as | lick my 
bottom lip and enjoy the view. A part of me is glad that its his dick and not mine. He just looks down at me 
intently as he strokes the lube all over his shaft. | see he took the time to go out and prepare this time. 


"Do you need prep?" He asks. 


| shake my head, "No. | just need you." 


So he looks down and runs the head of his lubed cock all around my opening. Hes getting it slippery but | think 
his true intent is to fucking torture me. Its working. Then | feel the head pop into me. | moan and throw my 
head back in rapture. | wanted more. | wanted all of him. He grabs me under the bend of my knees and pulls 
me down onto him. Another groan escapes me as | feel all of him inside me. He pulls back a little bit and 


pushes it back into me slowly. 

"You're determined to make me beg you, aren't you?" | writhe as | roll my hips. 

‘lm not looking for begging. | want submission. | want you to let me make you cum like this"! reach down and 
stroke my dick as he slowly grinds in and out of my ass. "No hands," he says and moves my hand off my hard 


cock. 


"You fucking tease," | growl and fist the sheets. But this makes him smile. | think he really likes me being at his 


mercy. 

"I fucking love making you moan," he says running his hands up my thighs as he continues that slow steady 
pace. Then his hands slide up to my chest and again | find myself arching my back. | buck my hips with his and 
growling because it feels so fucking good. Without thinking about it my hand snakes back down to my dick. Axl 
abruptly stops moving | open my eyes to see him staring down at me with a scolding look on his face. "I'm not 
above tying you up Isbell” 

| chuckle and release myself slowly. "So serious," | purr. 

"And you'll find out just how serious | am if you touch that thing again" 

"Touch it for me," | plead from behind a smirk. 

"No," he shakes his head, "You're gonna cum from my cock inside you and nothing else." 

"Could be a while," | warn him. 

"I've got nowhere to be but right here with you driving you wild" He groans and thrusts into me again. 

"Well you're doing a great job darlin 

This gives him a big cocky smile as he starts to move a little bit faster. | moan again. "Aim up," | groan. And 
he does and finds that awesome sweet spot of my prostate. | can feel a spasm shoot through me and | want 


to cry out but | remember how thin these damn walls are. 


"Why are your legs shaking 122?" He coos. But he knows damn well that he's the reason they're shaking. He just 
likes me to boost his ego. 


"Fuck you Axe," | smile and continue rolling my hips with his rhythm. | want to grab my dick so bad. Just a few 
lousy pumps and | could be therey "This is so unfair. Just for the record” 


"That's ok, you can thank me afterwards," he smirks. He hoists my hips up more and rests my ass on his 


thighs. 


"Oh fuck," | can't help but let out. | bite my lower lip. | close my eyes. | squeeze the muscles in my ass as 
tight as | can around his cock. God it felt so Fucking good. "Oh god please touch me darlin," | beg. 


‘Mmmm...nope," he says with a little chuckle. "You're so close, aren't you?" He purrs, " Your squeezing the shit 


out of my dick." 


"If you don't touch my dick I'm gonna twist my hips and break yours off!" | shout and | don't give a fuck who 


hears! 


Axl just chuckles deviously and leans over me resting his weight on his palms. "You know, the few times we've 
done this | was on your end in your body and you in mine. | took notes motherfucker. | payed attention to the 
way you moved my body and how could | miss what we going on in your body. So | know that when | do this.. 
He slides out and slowly slides back into me while pressing up. 


"Oh shit," | whimper and close my eyes. 
"| say maybe five more of those." And he slides out and slowly and hardly back in 
l'm gonna cum any second and | know that. "Faster.just a little faster," | beg. 


And he obliges me. Two swifter strokes later my head shoots up, my body gets rigid, my toes curl, and my 
insides start to spasm as my cock explodes over and over again as ropes of my cum claim both my chest and 
Axl's stomach it's victims. My open mouth just turns into a Jokers smile as my body relaxes. A chuckle 
escapes me. I'm not even really paying attention to Axl moving faster. | barely see his body tense. His hands 
grasp my ass as he cums deep and hard inside of me. And trust me, those huge balls hold a lot of cum. His 


orgasm prolongs my own. Then it's gone but a different feeling remains. Love. 


VooDoo 


Author's Notes: 
Its getting close to the end. It's all plotted out. Not sure how many more chapters are coming. 


VooDoo 
Steven's POV 


| don't know the first fucking thing about Voo Doo. Like nothing. But since all this shit started | knew it was 
something more simple than they were making it out to be. Here they were searching their hardest for 
secrets and things to overcome. But it really was simplistic. The secret was also the thing to overcome. Like 
literally one in the fucking same. They had to accept it for themselves. They had to see it for what it was. | 
guess Voo Doo philosophy says this is more easily achieved out of your own body. Or perhaps a similar body 
in a similar situation. | mean, their very their souls were traded to the one who shared a secret with them. 
They had that common link to one another and that's what they had to figure out. With Axl and Izzy it was 
love. Izzy had to tell Axl how he felt so Axl could understand that he felt it too. He just had to accept it and 
accept Izzy. It was this yin and yang sort of thing. 


And Izzy's drug use was never anything that even mattered. It was just Izzy and a part of him. It honestly had 
no relevance in the grander scheme of things. Izzy's addiction was nothing more than a means to deal with his 
secret unrequited love for Axl. It was Axl's love for Izzy that overcame the addiction for him. With Axl's love 
Izzy had nothing to numb. He had nothing to hide from. He had no aching secret to keep buried. Who needs 
drugs when they have everything they've always wanted? 


And now the two of them are united like one. I've never seen two people so much in love before. At times its 
painful to me because | don't have that. Fuck, I've never known anyone who has that. It's like this was their 
destiny all along. They way they look at one another is so heart warming to me. | wished | could find my special 
someone who looks at me like that. | mean, maybe that's why that spell found them, because it was part of 
their destiny. If you believe that everything happens for a reason, then this has to be your proof. They've 


gained everything from this experience. 


But love is not the secret that binds Nikki and Duff together. This wasn't just to get them together. Love has 
nothing to do with them at all. It's not even friendship. It's not music. None of those things are the tie that 

binds them. It's not the reason that the VooDoo spell was cast on them at all. Even | thought the two of them 
had to have been a mistake. But as time passed | started to see what their common link was between them. It 


wasn't as black and white as love. But these two did share a common emotion for the other. It was envy. 


Nikki's too proud to ever admit that he envied anyone. But he did. Nikki envied Duff's life. Not being poor and 
sharing your living space with roaches. He envied his family life, his friends, his very good hearted nature. Duff 


was everything Nikki wasn't. But apparently Nikki wished he had more of his attributes. Nikki's a twenty eight 
year old burn out. Rock and roll had stolen his soul. And | don't think Nikki likes who's he's become very much. 
But he knows that he is trapped in a role of sorts. He's Nikki Sixx and he has a reputation that will follow him 
to his grave. Nikki liked the break he got from his own life. He enjoyed the lack of an addiction He liked knowing 


that everyone who befriended him did it for more than money or glory. 


And Duff, Duff envied the bad side deep within himself that his structured upbringing would never let out. But 
as Nikki it was encouraged. For Duff it was finally being able to vent all that shit he kept buried so deeply 

inside of himself. He envied the walk on the wild side that came with being Nikki. He liked the taste of fame. He 
got off on having fans begging for his autograph. He indulged in the pussy thrown Nikki's way. In a sense, being 
Nikki was Duffs greatest escape from the normal confinements of his normal and boringly ordinary life. It was 


a sweet taste of making it. And we all wanted to make it the way Nikki had. 


And the secret to getting those two back into their own bodies is just as simple as it was for Izzy and Axl. It 
was a quick and easy fix. All they have to do is admit to each other that they envied each other. It's that 
fucking simple. My gut just knows it to be true. But Duff probably doesn't want to accept that he likes being 
the asshole in Nikki. And Nikki has far too much pride to ever admit that he envied Duff. So stuck in each 
other they remain. But the charade is becoming too much for them. They're losing who they really are and 
becoming the characters they play. In Nikki's case it's no big deal. But Duff, we're losing Duff. Nikki is becoming 
more and more like Duff and Duff more and more like Nikki. And | worry that if too much time passes they 
will become the person whose bodies they inhabit. 


But no one will fucking hear me out. They all think I'm just this dumb goofy blonde drummer. But I'm right 
about this and no fucking body will listen to my theory. If they would just listen maybe they would see the 
sense in it. Maybe they could finally get on with their real lives. But they won't even hear me out. It's just not 
fair. | just wish for once somebody would take me seriously. | can't explain how | know any of this. But | do. And 
| know I'm right. | was right about Axl and Izzy and l'm right about Nikki and Duff. And they'll all know it too if 


| can ever convince them to listen to me. 


Purple Rain 


Purple Rain 
Duff's POV 


Do you remember that feeling you got the first time you ever heard the song Purple Rain? It was this feeling 
that gave you fucking chills. 'm mean everyone knows that there's no such thing as Purple Rain, but man that 
fucking feeling that song gives you. Prince makes you fucking believe in the Purple Rain It's just one of those 
magical musical moments that come once in a lifetime. There's nothing that prepared you for the first time 
you hear that song. It's just about someone being so happy that they can dance in an impossible Purple Rain. | 


mean, if that songs never brought tears to your eyes..well you're just not human, 


But unfortunately not everything brings you the rush, the chills, the aspiration of Purple Rain. But every day 
that | wake up as Nikki is absolutely comparable to Purple Rain. | know that every day will be something new 
and exciting to see, do, or partake in. | know that I'll be adored, revered, and respected. | don't get that shit as 
me. | didn't really understand why Nikki seemed just as happy to be me as | was being him. My euphoria is 
temporarily suspended by a knock on Nikki's front door, then there's the ringing of his door bell with its 


Funeral March theme. 

| smile and get all eager about answering the door cause there's no telling who it might be. It could potentially 
be a very good time to be had. Fuck, it might even be that Purple Rain effect. | open it and see Tommy. He's 
sorta got this hesitant look on his face. "Oh hey man, Nikki's over at hell house," | tell him. 

"Yeah, | figured," he sighs and scratches his head, "I came to see you actually." 

"Sure, what's up? Some Motley business? More shit to sign?" | ask with a small smile. 

"No..no it's personal. Can | like come in?" He motions behind me with his head. 

"Yeah sure,," | step aside. "You want some Jack? Some coke maybe?" | offer. 

Tommy just smirks and shakes his head no. "You're really starting to sound more and more like Sixx.’ 

"Kinda the point," | shrug Nikki's shoulders. 

"Really? Cuz last | checked you and Nikki were supposed to be trying to figure out this soul shit. Axl and Izzy 
got back to normal. But you and Nikki.it's like you just don't give a fuck anymore. Crue needs Nikki. We need 
him back and l'm sure your band wants you back too. But you and Nikki are all wrapped up in the charade of it 


all. And | get it dude. For you it probably fucking rocks being Nikki. But have you given a single thought as to 
why Nikki has no objections with being you?" 


"No," | shrug and don't really care. 


"Dude, Nikki lost his soul way before you came along. He sold it to rock and roll. All you see right now are the 
perks of fame. But Nikki's seen the shitty side of it, | have to. Don't you get it Duff? You gave him a soul 
again. But don't you think that will happen to you too after a while? That you'll lose your soul to all his fucking 
bullshit? Its not a 24/1 party dude. There's shit that will just sicken you. There's fucking no offense, but 
there's bullshit politics you know nothing about. And quiet frankly, you don't know how to take it. But Nikki does. 
You feel me?" He shrugs and paces. Jesus Christ Tommy talked like he was permanently coked out. Maybe | 
should fucking record this shit and play it back in slow motion. 


"Nikki will figure something out. He's like a genius and shit, right?" | roll his eyes. 


"Aren't you hearing me bro? Nikki doesn't want to fucking come back to his life! He wants to stay in youl He 
wants to be you goddamnit! " Tommy frustratedly asks. 


"Well shouldn't you be having this theological discussion with Nikki?" | ask because im already tired of hearing it 
myself. 


‘Ive tried! Man you don't know Nikki like | do. He hears what he wants to hear! He doesn't hear mel | thought 
that maybe | could get through to you but | might as well be talking to Nikki!" He shouts at me like he's pissed 
at me or something! "What the fuck is wrong with the two of you?! " He grabs me by Nikki's arms and shakes 
me, “This isn't your lifel It can't be, don't you get that?!" 


"Tommy, let the fuck go of me," | calmly say. 

"No! You're gonna fucking listen!" He shakes me even more. 

Normally l'm not the sort of guy who gets physical. But somehow, in Nikki's body | can't refuse the shit. I'm 
starting to feel really angry. | shove him hard in the center of his chest with Nikki's flat palms. His back hits 
the wall with a thud. He just looks at me shaking his head at me. 

"Just.Fuck off!" | run Nikki's hands through his black hair. 

"Just like Nikki," he mumbles and heads for the door. He leaves with a further word | grab the Jack and gulp 


some. Then | hurl the bottle at the door. Who the fuck does Tommy think he is? | should probably tell Nikki 
about this little incident. 


The Sound OF Silence 


The Sound OF Silence 
Slash's POV 


Duff graced us with his presence around five in the evening. Lately he's been so consumed with being Nikki 
that we haven't been seeing much of him. Fuck, Nikki lived with us and we barely fucking see him. | got a little 
curious about what Nikki does with his days now, so | trailed him one day. He doesn't do anything special. He 
takes long walks. He sits on the beach just silently taking it all in He watches the people with this curious 


expression about him. 

So anyhow Duff shows up and he's looking for Nikki. | don't know where to tell him Nikki is, but | can show Duff 
some of the places that | know he goes. As luck would have it, we don't have to go very far at all. We find 
Nikki sitting on a park bench feeding fucking birds right out of his hand. He's smiling like it's the most amazing 
fucking thing in the world to him. 

"Nikki," Duff calls out to him as we walk up to him. 

‘Oh hey guys, you want to feed the birds with me?" He cordially asks us. 

"No man, we need to talk," Duff sighs and plops down on the bench next to Nikki. 


"Oh yeah? About what?" He calmly asks as his fingers stroke along a birds back. 


"Fucking Tommy," Duff sighs and pushes Nikki's hair out of his face. Nikki didn't even bother complaining to 
Duff anymore about his hair. 


"Oh? And what ever has T-Bone gotten you into?" He asks with that damn in awe of the fucking birds smile. 


"Nothing. He came by your place to talk to me yesterday. He fucking yelled at me and shook me and shit. He 
was pretty pissed," Duff tells him. 


Nikki slowly let's the smile fade away from Duff's face. "Tommy seems to think that I'm stalling about getting 
my body back." 


"He says that you won't listen to him," Duff says. 
"| listened. | just chose not to respond," He says softly as another bird lands on his knee. "Say, what do you 


think happens to our souls when we die? Do you think we become birds or cats or get put in some newborn 


baby?" 


"I think it would be best if you worry about your soul right now," | say and sit on the other end of the bench. 
"Both of you cause | don't think that you guys have been doing that lately. We got Axl and Izzy back but we 
need Duff. No offense Nikki but you just can't get down Duffs bass lines." 


" | haven't really given it much practice. | didn't see the need to practice for hours and hours. I've done that 


before.." He abruptly stops whatever it was he was gonna say. 


"Well you're sober, Duff's dick reflexes are in your hands..What is the hold up Nikki? Are you stalling?" | point 
blank ask him. 


He just stares at a bird resting on his finger. He gives it tiny little pieces of bread. "I don't know if | would call 
it stalling. I'm just not dwelling on the shit anymore. Neither is Duff. I'm finding it.. refreshing.’ 


Duff looks at him strangely. "So Tommy's right? You're stalling?" 


"Ah come on Duff, don't you like the fans and the girls any time you want? " Nikki smiles and gives out more 
bread to some birds on the sidewalk. 


"Well, yeah..But.tt's not my life man" 


"A minor detail," Nikki says softly, "It's better. You didn't have to work for it, it just fell in your lap. Fucking live 
it up man, Enjoy that shit” 


"But what about you?" | ask him, "Your just gonna give Duff your whole life?" 
"| didn't say that," he shrugs 

"Well | think we need to focus on getting things straight," Duff tells him. 

"| dontt know how to change us back Do you?" 

"No.But we haven't even been trying for a while. We need to get back on track Because | can't be you. You 
have a band to run, managers to drive crazy, a record company to deal with, fucking decisions and paperwork | 


can't make those choices for your band. | mean what about Vince, Mick and Tommy?" Duff asks him. 


"Well I've made them all millionaires so | think they should probably take vacations." And he casually just keeps 
on feeding fucking birds. 


"So how long are we just gonna let this go on without even trying?" Duff then asks. 
Nikki just looks at him, "Well | don't know what to tell you, | have no clue how to get us back in our bodies. | 


mean | don't love you or anything so telling each other that we love each other ain't gonna Fucking work here. 


So | plan to sit here and feed birds till | run out of bread. Then I'm gonna go catch a matinee. You have band 


practice, an interview, photo shoot, and a few bitches to pick up at the Cathouse." 
| just shake my head because Nikki could give a fuck anymore about getting his body back. Duff just stares at 
him. "Tommy was right then?" He mutters, "You think you can get to start a whole new life. You don't want us 


to change back." 


Nikki just completely ignores us. "Hey what movies are playing? You guys know?" 


Dont Let Me Get Me 


Don't Let Me Get Me 
Narrative POV 


And even more time passed. Months. Perhaps far too much time. Times became hard for all involved. Save one. 
Nikki. There was no one who could seem to convince Nikki to return to his own body. But Nikki's feelings on the 
matter were: "Why should 1?" Nikki felt perfect bliss and constant contentedness inside Duff. It was like erasing 
everything bad from his life. All the hassles were just simply gone. And all he longed for was just in his grasp. 
He had said it before that Duff was everything he wasn't before. Now he realized that Duff was actually 
everything he had wanted to be. He just knew he was tired of being the Nikki Sixx persona that he had created 
after killing Frank Ferrana. Duff had everything he could want in life. He had made enough money to live the 
rest of his life comfortable. As Duff he gained a family, true friends, no heroin addiction to ever worry about 
again, morals, and respectfulness. And he got to keep the things he liked as himself. Like his humor, playing 
bass, being tall, skinny, cool, and being the highly intelligent person he is. 


But Duff was seeing finally that being Nikki wasn't right or possible for him. He had gotten too wrapped up in 
it. So much so that he was essentially becoming Nikki. He was doing things he knew were wrong. He was being a 
womanizer. He was being rude and disrespectful. He was getting cocky. And Didn't want to be this way anymore. 
But it was like he couldn't control it sometimes. He tried to fight it and become himself. But sometimes it was 
really hard since he was still having to pretend to be Nikki because Nikki wouldn't stop all this. He wouldn't work 
on trying to switch their souls back. Duff had been trying his best to do it alone but he was failing. He just 
couldn't figure out what would change them back. Even if he did Nikki would never do his part. Everything 
seemed so redundant. Duff felt like he was forgetting who he was on the inside. He found himself sometimes 
wondering who he was anymore. In Nikki's body he had to pretend to be him so much that he was slowly 
forgetting Duff. 


It would seem as if Steven alone actually understood the secret to the entire soul swap spell, and his soul 
hadn't even experienced it. Perhaps he was. In Steven's belief, you must stand on the outside to better see the 
inside. In a sense he was a part of this. He stood on the outside and was getting a far clearer picture of the 
inside. Yet no one ever gave him the chance to voice his opinion. They always shut him up. They thought it 
would be something stupid. Normally Steven did say the dumbest things. But just this once, Steven was right. 
But who would ever believe that? It was a hopeless situation and it weighed on Steven greatly. He just wished 
they would listen. He had been right about Axl and Izzy. He was right about Duff and Nikki too. But who could 
he get to listen to him? How could he tell them in some other way without it actually being him? Maybe he 
could pay someone to pretend to be a VooDoo Doctor to tell them? Maybe they would believe that. But Steven 


had no money. Perhaps a girl he knew? He could pay for it in sex. 


Slash too could see the damage it was causing for the band. But not only his, Nikki's too. Nikki just didn't give a 
shit about Guns trying to make it. He refused to practice. When they played gigs Nikki just sorta free styled. 
He didn't care about doing a good show. He couldn't count the seconds until he got off the stage so he could 


just have peace and quiet. Nor did Nikki seem to care about the executive decisions needed for his own band. 
Nikki was the only person that could do that and he just didn't care anymore. It's like he just wanted Motley 
Crue to whither up and die. Maybe he thought they could fizzle away and he could again find peace. Trouble 
with that was how much fame he already had. People wouldn't soon be forgetting Motley Crue. They had too 
many hits under their belt. Hits that Nikki had written. Too bad he wouldn't write something for Guns. But his 


odd assortment of metal, pop, and rock wasn't really their signature style. 


Even Axl and Izzy had taken time out of their newly found love to try to convince/threaten Nikki to try to 
return their bassist to them. Axl unleashed on Nikki like a Pitbull, but it did nothing. Izzy tried with his cool 
headed calmness to try to pursuay Nikki, but that didn't work either. It was Axls opinion that if there was a 
true business problem with Crue that Nikki might snap out of it. Izzy on the other hand felt that if Nikki just 
had a little more time that he would grow bored of being Duff. And if that didn't work he felt that Nikki losing 
access to his money should definitely work. They plotted out ways to make Nikki lose his money but they knew 
of no way to do that. So they talked to Tommy. 


Tommy's idea was to take Nikki's credit cards and bank book while he was sleeping. To which he couldn't trust 
the Gunners to do because he didn't trust a bunch of broke struggling musicians and junkies with Nikki's 
money. Well Tommy's plan backfired Because he could find these items nowhere in Nikki's house. This meant he 
had no choice but to check hell house since Nikki did spend a lot of nights there. But this uncovered nothing as 
well. The only explanation for this was that Nikki had apparently anticipated this and hidden them. When Nikki 
hides something nobody's gonna find it. Sit Tommy, along with the Gunners worked day and night trying to 
figure out a way to get Nikki to see that it was time for he and Duff to get their own bodies back. But that 


was nearly impossible since Nikki just wouldn't listen or would walk away. Things were looking grim. 


For Whom The Bell Tolls 


For Whom The Bell Tolls 
Steven's POV 


| sat in the living room of hell house listening to Axl, Izzy, Duff, and Slash discussing ways to get Nikki to 
return to planet Earth and actually put in some leg work on trying to resolve this shit. They have plotted a 
thousand ways to simply get this motherfucker to give. They're going about this all fucking wrong. All they 
gotta do is get Nikki to simply admit, out loud, that he likes being Duff, that he envies him. | just know that's 
all it's gonna take. How fucking hard could that be? Shit, and they say I'm the idiot. 


Finally | just snap. | don't know what sets me off really, maybe their redundant plotting. But | jump up and yell 
at them to listen to me. | get the normal fucking shit telling me to sit down and shut the fuck up, but it's time 
somebody fucking listens to me. Its when | chunk my beer across the room that their bellyaching starts to 
stop. Now they're all looking at me with wide eyes. 


"All the fuck you have to do is get him to admit he envies Duff's life! Thats it! Don't you guys fucking see 
that?! It's plain as day! I'm sure Duff will gladly confirm that he was in awe of being Nikki! Same shit with Nikki! 
Look at these two lovebirds," | point at Axl and Izzy, "It took all of three fucking words to change them back! 
And that's all the fuck itll take with Duff and Nikki! Three fucking words! I! Envy! Youll" 


"Steven." Slash sighs. 
"No! Goddamnit, I'm right!" | shout. 


"Come on Stevie, just calm down," Izzy calmly says in his calm Izzy way and it just further pisses me off. I'm 


fed the fuck up with nobody taking me fucking seriously. 


"You've tried everything else! Why not try this?! What the fuck do we have to lose?! It either works or it 
doesn't! But it willl" And | don't know why I'm right, but | am. | just know | am. It just made fucking sense when 
nothing else did. 


"What if he's right?" Duff asks looking at me with one of Nikki's defeated looks. 

"| am!" | assure them. 

"Stranger shits happened | suppose," Axl sighs and extends out another beer to me. A peace offering. 

| take the beer and sit back down and swill it. They're not looking at me like lm an idiot anymore at least. But 


they don't think that it'll work. | don't give a shit what they think as long as they give it a damn try. It hurts 


absolutely nothing to try this. If, by some strange reason it doesn't work, well then they can come up with 


whatever they want. But I'm fucking right! 
"So how do we do it?" Izzy asks me from behind a cigarette and a plume of smoke. 


"Easy. Him and Duff can hang out. Get drunk maybe. Duff can just try to get it out of him. All he has to get 


Nikki to say is ‘| envy you'," | try to explain as simply as | can 

Duff nods Nikki's head, "W..What if | can't get him to say that?" 

"You have to. You're the only one who can," | tell him. 

Duff turns Nikki's head to Axl and Izzy. "What's it feel like when you switch back?" 
"The world started spinning," Axl says and swirls his finger. 

"It was kinda like a spinning acid trip," Izzy adds. 

"Yeah, definitely tracers,” Axl nods. 

Duff smirks the side of Nikki's mouth, "Great, so when | start tripping, | got it right?" 
Axl and Izzy merely nod. Damn if switching back involved feeling high Nikki might actually like it. 
"Guys l'm sorry shits kinda on hold because of me,” Duff hangs Nikki's head. 

‘Its not you man, it's Sixx," Slash tells him. 


"He can't possibly just become you. Its Nikki. He's gonna get bored or something | mean no offense Duff, but 
how fucking great can your life be?" Izzy shrugs. 


"Guess its better than | thought," Duff huffs, "he's holding my entire life hostage. At least with you two it 
was different you know.. You guys were just so | dunno, but it's not like me and Nikki. | want my fucking body 
back. Every time | look in a mirror it just feels like it's me. Like I'm becoming him. Sometimes | feel myself 
thinking like him. Some things | can't even control anymore. l'm scared you guys. I'm scared of becoming him 


and losing myself." 
"Don't worry Duff, we'll never let that happen," Slash consoles him. 


Duff just looks at him, "What if it already has?" 


The End 


Author's Notes: 
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The End 

Duff's POV 

It was really fucking hard to get Nikki to even hang out with me. It's like he sensed that | was up to something. 
Nikki just don't want to give me my body back. But it's time it's past fucking time. My band needs me, not Sixx 
as me. His needs him too but he just doesn't give a shit. At least his fucking selfishness is consistent. That's 
one trait he can't escape in any body. But | can't do this shit anymore. | don't know if getting him to admit that 
he envies me will even work, but its worth a shot. When Stevie was ranting it kinda made sense. Like in a way 
things never sound coming out of Stevie. 

So | proceed to get Nikki and myself completely anialated. Which normally wouldn't be that hard to do. But as | 
mentioned, Nikki has his guard up. But with enough fucking booze he starts to loosen up and joke around. We're 
both fucking around on our bass's. He admitted that I'm the better bassist, so that's a start, right? That's 
probably harder than anything, getting him to admit to defeat. 

"Hey man," | say, "Why don't you want to switch back to how we should be?" | point blank ask him. 


| hear him sigh. It's probably something that Tommy has asked him one time too many. Probably me too. 
"Don't you enjoy just not being yourself?" He asks me. 


"Yeah, but | know that it can't last forever: 
"Why can't it?" He looks at me. 

"Because it just cant," | shrug his shoulders 

He leans back and takes a drink of Vodka. "Why?" 
"Because I'm not you," | shrug, 


"Aside from the five other people who know that you aren't, who can tell? You look and sound like me. The 


world has it's Nikki Sixx." 


"Look, | can't keep doing this shit Nikki. I'm not you and | don't know what to do. | mean.. We're really trying to 


do something with Guns. You aren't doing my part" 

"Are you so sure you want Guns to turn into Crue? You see what that's like. Do you really want that?" 
"Yeah," | nod. 

"Then you can have it by staying me," he shrugs and takes another drink. 

"Look being you really has it perks. I've even enjoyed it. | really envy you Nikki. | like that you never take shit 
off anyone. | do like the fame, the girls, the glory, but it's not really mine, you know. | just don't get it Nikki 
What's so fucking great about being me? | really want to know. | need to know." There. | said that | envied him. 
I've done my part. Now I just have to get him to say it too. 

"IFs just less stressful to be you." 

"Yeah, because it's fucking boring being me. I'm nobody special. Why me?" | fish. 


"Luck of the draw it would seem," he sighs. 


"Man, do you ever give a straight fucking answer? You're holding my body, my entire life in your hands and 
you're just thinking about you. l'm in this shit too. | want to be me again. Why won't you give it back?" 


"Because | rather enjoy not being me," he shrugs with a drink. 
lm getting that much..What | don't get is why you find my life so fucking fascinating?" 


"Well, it's simple. You have everything that | need in my life Duff. You have friends. You have family and for 


some people, that's all that matters in life." 


"But they're MY friends and My family!" | shout and feel myself losing my cool and feeling Nikki surface inside 


me. 
He just smirks. 

"So you envy me then?" | ask. Come on Nikki, take the goddamn bait. 
"Well.. | guess," he sighs. 


"Then say it. Tell me to my face. Tell me you envy me. Tell me my boring life leaves you envious. Its the least 


you can do for me. Indulge me in hearing it just this once." Come on! Fucking say it! I'm so closel 


‘Oh alright!" He snaps and rolls his crude. "Fine! | fucking envy you! OK?!" 


Then, just like Axl and Izzy said, the world starts to spin out of control. t's so fast that | see bright tracers 
of light come from everything. My spinning acid trip. It was working! Fuck, Steven is a fucking genius! | close my 
eyes until the ride is over. When | no longer feel that spinning out of control feeling | open my eyes and | see 


myself looking at Nikki. Not myself, Nikkil! It's over its finally fucking over! We've both changed backll 


"No! What the fuck have you done?!" Nikki screams at me. "How'd you know what to do?l". He asks looking over 
his tattoos just to be sure. 


"Steven actually," | laugh, God it felt good to be back in my body again. "I'm sorry for tricking you man, it was 
the only way." | know Nikki's not happy with this, but I'm thrilled! l'm me again! 


Nikki just hangs his head in defeat, "I always knew that it would have to end eventually. | just figured that it 
would be me that did it. Look Duff, don't take it personally, you know, my selfishness. Be flattered. | really 
wouldn't want to just be anyone. You've got a great life man" 


"l'm just happy to be me bro! That's good enough for me." 


The End 


